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BOOK I. 


CHAPTER I. 


goa aeQOWARDS the close of last July, 
44 \Sqp when the London season was fast 
dying of the dust, Otho Laurence 
had invited what the Morning 
‘Post called ‘a select circle of friends,’ to 
spend a quiet Sunday with him at his cool 
villa by the sea. 
This singular retreat was the work of 
a very singular man, Otho Laurence’s uncle, 
who had squandered on it an immense 
fortune, and had designed it as far as possible 
to embody his own tastes and character. 
He was a member of a Tory family of some 
note, and had near relations in both Houses of 
Parliament ; but he was himself possessed of 
a deep though quiet antipathy to the two 
things generally most cherished by those of 
B 
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his time and order, the ideas of Christianity 
and Feudalism; and he studiously kept 
himself clear of all public life. Pride of 
birth, indeed, he had in no small measure; 
but it was the pride of a Roman of the 
Empire rather than of an Englishman; a 
pride which, instead of connecting him with 
prince or people, made him shun the one as 
a Cesar, and forget the other as slaves, All 
his pleasures were those of a lettered 
voluptuary, who would, as he himself said, 
have been more in place under Augustus or 
the Antonines ; and modern existence, under 
most of its aspects, he affected to regard as 
barbarous. Next toa bishop, the thing he 
most disliked was a courtier; next to a 
courtier, a fox-hunting country gentleman: 
But nothing in his life, perhaps, was ‘so 
characteristic of him as his leaving of it. 
During his last hours he was soothed by a 
pretty and somewhat educated housemaid, 
whom he called Phyllis, and whom he made 
sit by his bedside, and read aloud to him Gib- 
bon’s two chapters on Christianity. Phyllis 
had just come to the celebrated excerpt 
from Tertullian, in which that father con- 
templates the future torments of the unbe- 
lievers, when the parish clergyman, who had 
been sent for by Mr. Laurence’s widowed 
sister-in-law, arrived to offer his services, 
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* How shall I admire’ !—these were the words 
that, read in a low sweet tone, first greeted 
his ears when he was shown softly into the 
sick chamber—‘ how shall I admire, how 
laugh, how rejoice, how exult, when I behold 
so many proud monarchs, so many fancied 
gods, groaning in the lowest abyss of dark- 
ness; sO many magistrates who persecuted 
the name of the Lord, liquefying in a fiercer 
fire than ever they kindled against the Chris- 
tians!’ The clergyman was at first much 
reassured at hearing words so edifying ; but 
when he turned to old Mr. Laurence, he was 
dismayed to see on his pale face, no signs of 
awe, but only a faint smile, full of sarcastic 
humour. He therefore glanced at the book 
that was lying on the girl’s lap, and dis- 
covered to his horror the work of the infidel 
historian, He was at first struck dumb; 
but, soon recovering himself, began to say 
something suitable at once to his own pro- 
fession and to the sick man’s needs. Mr, 
Laurence answered him with the greatest 
courtesy, but with many thanks declined any 
assistance from him ; saying wistfully that he 
knew he had not long to live, and that his 
one wish was that he could open his veins in 


1 Vide Gibbon’s Decline and Fail, chapter xv. 
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a bath, and so fade gently into death; ‘and 
then, he added, ‘my soul, if 1 have one, 
might perhaps be with Petronius, and with 
Seneca. And yet sleep would, I think, be 
better than even their company.’ The poor 
clergyman bade a hasty adieu, and Phyllis 
resumed her reading. Mr. Laurence listened 
to every word: the smile returned to his 
lips that had for a moment left them, and 
was still upon them when, half-an-hour after- 
wards, he died, so quietly that Phyllis did 
not perceive it, but continued her read- 
ing for some time to ears that could hear 
nothing. 

All his property he left to his nephew 
Otho, including his splendid villa, which 
was indeed, as it was meant to be, a type of 
its builder. It was a house of pillars, porti- 
coes, and statues, designed ambitiously in 
what was meant to be a classical style; and 
though its splendours might not be all per- 
haps in the best taste, nor even of the most 
strictly Roman pattern, there was yet an air 
about its meretricious stateliness by which the 
days of the Empire were at once suggested 
to one, a magnificence that. would at any rate 
have pleased Trimalcio, though it might have 
scandalised Horace. 

Otho Laurence inherited with his uncle’s 
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house something of the tastes and feelings of 
which it was the embodiment. But, though 
an epicure by training and by temper, he had 
been open to other influences as well. At 
one time of his life he had, as it is ex- 
pressed by some, experienced religion ; and 
not religion only, but thought and specula- 
tion also. Indeed, ever since he was twenty- 
four, he had been troubled by a painful sense 
that he ought to have some mission in life. 
The only difficulty was that he could find 
none that would suit him. He had consider- 
able natural powers, and was in many ways 
a remarkable man; but, unhappily, one of 
those who are remarkable because they do 
not become famous, not because they do. 
He was one of those of whom it 1s said till 
they are thirty, that they will do something ; 
till they are thirty-five, that they might do 
something if they chose ; and after that, that 
they might have done anything if they had 
chosen. Laurence was as yet only three 
years gone in the second stage, but such of 
his friends as were ambitious for him feared 
that three years more would find him landed 
in the third. He, too, was beginning to 
share this fear; and, not being humble 
enough to despair of himself, was by this 
time taking to despair of his century. He 
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was thus hardly a happy man; but, Itke 
many unhappy men, he was capable of keen 
enjoyments. Chief amongst these was so- 
eiety in certain forms, especially a party in 
his own house, such as that which he had 
now assembled there. To this one in parti- 
cular he looked forward with more than usual 
pleasure, partly because of the peculiar 
elements which he had contrived to combine 
in it, but chiefly because amongst them was 
to be his friend Robert Leslie, who had 
been living abroad, and whom he had not 
seen for two years. 

Laurence’s aunt, Lady Grace, helped to 
receive the guests, who by dinner-time on 
Saturday evening had all arrived. Robert 
Leslie was the last. The dressing-bell had 
just done ringing as he drove up to the 
door, and the others had already gone up- 
stairs; but he found Laurence in the library, 
sitting with his head on his hand, and a 
pile of menu-cards on the desk before him. 
The two friends met with much warmth, and 
then examined each other’s faces to see if 
either had changed. 

~*You told me you had been ‘ill,’ said 
Laurence, having again looked at Leslie, 
‘and [am afraid you don’t seem quite well 
yet.’ 
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‘You forget,’ said Leslie, whose laugh 
was a little hollow, ‘ that I was on the sea six 
hours ago; and, as you know, I am a 
wretched sailor. But the worst of human 
maladies are the most transient also—love 
that is half despairing, and sea-sickness that 
is quite so.’ 

‘T congratulate you,’ said Laurence, again 
examining his friend’s face, ‘on your true 
cynical manner. I often thought we might 
have masters in cynicism just as we have 
masters in singing. Perhaps I shall be able 
to learn the art from you.’ 

‘Qh!’ said Leslie, ‘the theory is simple 
enough. Find out, by a little suffering, what 
are the things you hold most sacred, and 
most firmly believe in, and, whenever an 
occasion offers, deny your faith. A cynic is 
a kind of inverted confessor, perpetually 
making enemies for the sake of what he 
knows to be false.’ 

‘Ah!’ said Laurence, ‘but I don’t want 
theory. I know what is sacred just as well 
as you, and, when I am beast enough to be 
quite out of tune with it, I have the good 
sense to call it a phantom. But I don't 
do this with sufficient energy. It is skill in 
cynical practice I want—a lesson in the 
pungent manner—the bitter tone——’ 
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‘Then please not to take your Icssons 
from me,’ said Leslie. ‘Imitation may be 
the sincerest flattery, but it is, of all, the most 
irritating: and a cynic, as you are good 
enough to call me, feels this especially. For 
a cynic is the one preacher, remember, that 
never wants to make converts. His aim is 
to outrage, not to convince : to create enemies, 
not to conquer them. The peculiar charm 
that his creed has for him, is his own pecu- 
liarity in holding it. He is an acid that can 
only fizz with an alkali, and he therefore hates 
in others what he most admircs in himself. 
So if you hear me say a bitter thing, please 
be good enough to brim over immediately 
with the milk of human kindness. If I say 
anything disrespectful about friendship, please 
be good enough to look hurt; and if I happen 
to say—what is the chief part of the cynic’s 
stock-in-trade—that no woman was ever 
sincere or faithful, I trust you have some 
lady amongst your visitors who will look at 
me with mournful eyes, and say to me, “ Ah, 
if you did but know!”’ 

‘Well,’ said Laurence, ‘perhaps I have; 
but, talking of what people are to say, I have 
something here about which I want you to 
help me. You see these cards; they are all 
double. Now that second half is for some- 
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thing quite new, and of my own invention. 
The cook has written his part already, so you 
need not look so alarmed; but he has only 
provided for the tongue as a tasting instru- 
ment; I am going to provide for it as a talk- 
ing one. In fact, I am going to have a menu 
for the conversation, and to this I shall make 
everyone strictly adhere. For it has always 
seemed absurd to me to be so careful about 
what we put into our mouths, and to leave 
chance to arrange what comes out of them ; 
to be so particular as to the order of what we 
eat, and to have no order at all in what we 
talk about. This is the case especially in 
parties like the present, where most of the 
people know each other only a little, and if 
left to themselves would never touch on the 
topics that would make them best acquainted, 
and best bring out their several personal 
flavours. That is what I like to see conversa- 
tion doing. I ought to have written these 
nvenus before ; but I have been busy all day, 
and, besides, I wanted you to help me. I 
was just beginning without you when you 
arrived, as I could wait no longer ; but I have 
put down nothing yet: indeed I could not fix 
upon the first topic that is to correspond with 
the soup—the first vernal breath of discussion 
that is to open the buds of the shy and 


to THE NEW REPUBLK. 


strange souls. So come, now—what shall 
we begin with ? What we want is something 
that anyone can talk easily about, whether 
he knows anything of it or not—something, 
too, that may be treated in any way, either 
with laughter, feeling, or even a little touch 
of temper,’ 

‘Love,’ suggested Leslie. 

‘That is too strong to begin with,’ said 
Laurence, ‘and too real. Besides, introduced 
in that way, it would be, I think, rather com- 
mon and vulgar. No—the only thing that 
suggested itself to me was religion.’ 

‘Nothing could be better in some ways,’ 
said Leslie; ‘but might not that, too, be 
rather strong meat for some? I apprehend, 
like Bottom, that ‘‘the ladies might be afeared 
of the lion.” I should suggest rather the 
question, “Are you High-church or Low- 
church?” There is something in that 
which at once disarms reverence, and may 
also just titillate the interests, the temper, 
or the sense of humour. Quick,’ he said, 
taking one of the cards, ‘and let us begin to 
write.’ 

‘Stop,’ said Laurence; ‘not so fast, let 
me bep of you. Instead of religion, or any- 
thing connected with it, we will have, ‘What 
is the Aim of Life?’ Is not this the thing 
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of things to suit us? About’ what do we 
know less or talk more? There is a Sphinx 
in each of our souls that is always asking us 
this riddle; and when we are lazy or disap- 
pointed, we all of us lounge up to her, and 
make languid guesses. So about this we 
shall all of us have plenty to say, and can say 
it in any way we like, flippant, serious, or 
sentimental. Think, too, how many avenues 
of thought and feeling it opens up! Evidently 
the “Aim of Life” is the thing to begin 
with.’ 

Leslie assented ; and before many minutes 
they had made the menu complete. 

The ‘ Aim of Life’ was to be followed by 
‘Town and Country,’ which was designed 
to introduce a discussion as to where the 
Aim of Life was to be best attained. After 
this, by an easy transition, came ‘ Society;’ 
next by way of entrées, ‘ Art and Literature,’ 
‘Love and Money,’ ‘Riches and Civilisa- 
tion ;’ then ‘ The Present,’ as something solid 
and satisfying; and lastly, a light superfluity 
to dally with, brightly coloured and unsub- 
stantial, with the extremcts came ‘The 
Future.’ 

‘And who is here,’ said Leslie, as they 
were ending their labours, ‘to enjoy this feast 
of reason ?’ 
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‘I will tell you,’ said Laurence. ‘In the 
first place, there is Lady Ambrose, a woman 
of a very old but poor family, who has 
married a modern M.P. with more than a 
million of money. She is very particular 
about knowing the right people, and has 
lovely, large grey eyes. Then there is Miss 
Merton, a Roman Catholic young lady, the 
daughter of old Sir Ascot Merton, the horse- 
racing evangelical. I knew her well five 
years ago, but had not seen her since her 
conversion, till to-day. Then we have Dr. 
Jenkinson, the great Broad-church divine who 
thinks that Christianity is not dead, but 
changed by himself and his followers in the 
twinkling of an eye.’ 

‘I met Dr. Jenkinson,’ said Leslie, ‘ just 
before I went abroad, at a great dinner given 
by Baron Isaacs, in honour of his horse hav- 
ing won the Derby. Well—and who else is 
there ?’ 

‘Two celebrated members of the Royal 
Society, said Laurence; ‘no less persons 
than But, good gracious! it is time we 
were up-stairs dressing. Come along directly, 
and I will explain the other people to you 
before dinner.’ 
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CHAPTER II. 


#02 T was half-past eight, and the party 
f were fast assembling in the twilight 
drawing-room. Leslie was loung- 
ing in one of the windows, by a 
large stand of flowers and broad-leaved plants, 
and was studying the company with consider- 
able interest. His first impression was of little 
more than of a number of men’s dark coats 
and white shirt-fronts, tables, couches, and 
gilded chairs, and the pleasant many-coloured 
glimmerings of female apparel. But before 
long he had observed more minutely. There 
were men who he instinctively felt were 
celebrities, discoursing to groups of ladies; 
there were ladies who he at once saw 
were attractive, being discoursed to by 
groups of men. He very soon detected 
Lady Ambrose, a fine handsome woman of 
perhaps thirty, with the large grey eyes of 
which Laurence had spoken, and a very 
clear complexion. Leslie was much prepos- 
sessed by her frank manner, and by her 
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charming voice, as she was talking with some 
animation to a tall distinguished-looking 
young man, whose fine features, keen earnest 
glance, and thoughtful expression prepcs- 
sessed him still more. Forming a third in 
this group, dropping in a word or two at 
intervals, he recognised the celebrated Dr. 
Jenkinson—still full of vigour, though his 
hair was silver—the sharp and _ restless 
sparkle of whose eyes, strangely joined with 
the most benevolent of smiles, Leslie remem- 
bered to have noticed at Baron Isaacs’ 
festival He had just identified Lady 
Ambrose and the Doctor, when Laurence 
came up to him in the window, and began to 
tell him who was who. 

‘Dr. Jenkinson is the only one I know,’ 
said Leslie, ‘and, naturally.enough, he forgets 
me.’ 

‘Well,’ said Laurence, ‘that man by 
himself, turning over the books on the table 
“ —the man with the black whiskers, spectacles, 
and bushy eyebrows—is Mr. Storks of the 
Royal Society, who is great on the physical 
basis of life and the imaginative basis of 
God. ,The man with long locks in the 
window, explaining a microscope in so eager 
a way to that dark-haired girl, is Professor 
ptockton—of the Royal Society also; and 
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member and president of many Societies 
more. The girl—child, rather, I ought to 
call her—that he is talking to, is Lady Violet 
Gresham—my second cousin. You see my 
aunt, the old lady with grey curls, on the 
ottoman near the fire-place? Well—the 
supercilious-looking man, talking rather 
loudly and rather slowly to her about the 
dust in London, is Mr. Luke, the great critic 
and apostle of culture. That, too, is another 
critic close by him—the pale creature, with 
large moustache, looking out of the window 
at the sunset.- He is Mr. Rose, the pre- 
Raphaelite. He always speaks in an under- 
tone, and his two topics are self-indulgence 
and art. The young man there with Lady 
Ambrose and Dr. Jenkinson, is Lord Allen. 
He is only two- or three-and-twenty ; still, 
had you been in England lately, you would 
often have heard his name. He has come 
early into an immense property, and he yet 
is conscious that he has duties in life. But,’ 
said Laurence, sighing, ‘he too feels, as I do, 
that he has fallen on evil days, in which 
there can be no peace for us—little but 
doubt and confusion, and what seems to 
me a losing battle against the spiritual dark- 
ness of this world. However—that red- 
headed youth thinks very differently. He 
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is Mr, Saunders from Oxford, supposed to be 
very clever and advanced. Next him is 
Donald Gordon, who has deserted deer-stalk- 
ing and the Kirk, for literature and German 
metaphysics.’ 

‘And who is that,’ said Leslie, ‘the young 
lady with those large and rather sad-looking 
eyes, and the delicate, proud mouth ?’ 

‘Which ?’ said Laurence. 

‘The one on the sofa,’ said Leslie, ‘ who 
looks so like a Reynolds portrait—like a 
duchess of the last century—the lady in the 
pale blue dress, talking to that man with such 
a curiously attractive smile and the worn 
melancholy look ?’ 

‘That,’ said Laurence, ‘is Miss Merton. 
I am glad you admire her. And don't you 
know who it is she is talking to? He is al- 
most the only man of these days for whom 
I feel a real reverence—almost the only one 
of our teachers who seems to me to speak 
with the least breath of inspiration. But he 
is too impressionable, perhaps—too much like 
ime, in. that way. And now, as the years 
come, it seems that hope is more and more 
leaving him, and things look darker to him 
than ever. That is Herbert.’ 

‘Herbert!’ exclaimed Leslie, ‘so itis. {[ 
thought I recollected the face. I have heard 
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him lecture several times at the Royal Institu- 
tion; and that singular voice of his, which 
would often hold all the theatre breathless, 
haunts me still, sometimes. There was some- 
thing strangeand aérial in its exquisite modula- 
tions, that seemed as if it came from a discon- 
solate spirit, hovering over the waters of 
Babylon, and remembering Sion. I can’t tell 
exactly why it was that—but, ah !—my dear 
Laurence—who is this, that is coming into 
the room now—this lovely creature, with a 
dress like a red azalea? What speaking 
eyes! And what hair, too—deep dead black, 
with those white starry blossoms in it. I 
don't think I ever saw anyone move so 
gracefully ; and how proudly and piquantly 
she poises 


On her neck the small head buoyant, like _ bell-flower 
on its bed !’ 


‘That,’ said Laurence, when Leslie had 
done, ‘is Mrs. Sinclair, who has published a 
volume of poems, and is a sort of fashionable 
London Sappho. But come,—we shall be 
going into dinner directly. You shall have 
Lady Ambrose on one side of you, and shall 
take in Miss Merton.’ 
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CHAPTER III. 
Pope AURENCE, though he had fore- 


warned his guests of his menu 
before they left the drawing-room, 
yet felt a little anxious when they 
sat down to dinner; for he found it not alto- 
gether easy to get the conversation started. 
Lady Ambrose, who was the first to speak, 
began somewhat off the point. 

‘What a charming change it is, Mr. 
Laurence,’ she said, ‘to look out on the sea 
when one is dressing, instead of across South 
Audley Street!’ 

‘Hush!’ said Laurence softly, with a 
grave, reproving smile. 

‘ Really,’ said Lady Ambrose, ‘I beg your 
pardon. I thought Dr. Jenkinson had said 
grace.’ 

‘If he has,’ said Laurence, ‘it is very 
good of him, for I am afraid he was not 
asked. But what I mean is, that you must 
only talk of what is on the cards; so be good 
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enough to look at your menu, and devote 
your attention to the Aim of Life.’ 

‘Really, this is much too alarming,’ said 
Lady Ambrose. ‘ How is one to talk at so 
short a notice on a subject one has never 
thought about before ?’ 

‘Why, to do so,’ said Laurence, ‘is the 
very art of conversation; for in that way, 
one’s ideas spring up fresh like young roses 
that have all the dew on them, instead of 
having been kept drying for half a lifetime 
between the leaves of a book. So do set a 
good example, and begin, or else we shall 
never be started at all; and my pet plan will 
turn out a fiasco.’ 

There was, indeed, as Laurence said this, 
something very near complete silence all 
round thetable. It was soon broken. 

‘Are you High-church or Low-church ?’ 
was a question suddenly uttered in a quick 
eager girl's voice by Miss Prattle, a young 
lady of eighteen, to the astonishment of the 
whole company. It was addressed to Dr. 
Jenkinson who was sitting next her. 

Had a pin been run into the Doctor’s leg, 
he could not have looked more astounded, 
or given a greater start. He eyed his fair 
questioner for some time in complete silence. 


- Can you tell me the difference?’ he 
Q% 
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said at last, in a voice of considerable good 
humour, yet with just a touch of sharpness 
in it. 

‘I think,’ said Miss Merton, who was 
sitting on the other side of him, ‘that my 
card is a little different. I have the “ Aim 
of Life” on mine, and so I believe has 
everybody else.’ 

‘Well, said the Doctor, laughing, ‘let us 
ask Miss Prattle what is her aim in life.’ 

‘Thank Heaven,’ said Laurence, ‘Dr. 
Jenkinson has begun. 1 hope we shall all 
now follow.’ 

Laurence’s hope was not in vain. The 
conversation soon sprang up everywhere; 
and the company, though in various humours, 
took most of them very kindly to the solemn 
topic that had been put before them. Mr. 
Luke, who was sitting by Mrs. Sinclair, was 
heard in a loudish voice saying that his own 
favourite Muse had always been Erato; Mr. 
Rose had taken a crimson flower from a vase 
on the table, and, looking at it himself with 
a grave regard, was pointing out its infinite 
and passionate beauties to the lady next him; 
and Mr. Stockton was explaining that the 
Alps looked grander, and the sky bluer than 
ever, to those who truly realised the atomic 
theory. No one, indeed, was silent except 
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Mr. Herbert and Mr. Storks, the former of 
whom smiled rather sadly, whilst the latter 
looked about him with an inquisitorial frown. 

Laurence was delighted with the state of 
things, and surveyed the table with great 
satisfaction. Whilst his attention was thus 
engaged, Lady Ambrose turned to Leslie, 
and began asking him if he had been in town 
much this season. She was taken with his 
look, and wished to find out if he would 
really be a nice person to like. 

‘ Please,’ interposed Laurence pleadingly, 
‘do try and keep to the point—please, Lady 
Ambrose.’ 

‘I want to find out Mr. Leslie’s aim 
in life by asking him where he has been,’ she 
answered. 

‘I have been in a great many places,’ said 
Leslie, ‘but not to pursue any end—only to 
try and forget that I had no end to pursue.’ 

‘This is a very sad state of things,’ said 
Lady Ambrose; ‘I can always find some- 
thing to do, except when I am quitealone, or 
in the country when the house is empty. 
And even then I can make occupation. I 
draw, or read a book, or teach my little boy 
some lessons. But come—what do you think 
is the real aim of life ?—since that is what I 
must ask him, is it not, Mr. Laurence ?’ 
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‘Don’t ask me,’ said. Leslie ; ‘I told you 
I hadn’t a notion; and I don’t suppose we 
any of us have.’ 

‘That can’t be true,’ said Lady Aasbrsce. 
‘for just listen how everyone is talking. | 
wish we could hear what they are saying. 
You might learn something then, perhaps, 
Mr. Leslie, since you are so very ignorant.’ 

It happened that, as Lady Ambrose said 
this, the conversation suddenly flagged, and 
Laurence took advantage of the lull to ask if 
any satisfactory conclusions had been come 
to during the past five minutes, ‘because we 
up here,’ he said, ‘are very much in the dark, 
and want to be enlightened.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Mr. Storks gruffly, ‘has any 
one found out what is the aim of life?’ As 
he said this he looked about him defiantly, 
as though all the others were butterflies, that 
he could break, if he chose, upon his wheel. 
His eye at last lit upon Mr. Saunders, who, 
considering this a challenge to himself, im- 
mediately took up the gauntlet. The young 
man spoke with the utmost composure, and, 
as his voice was high and piercing, every- 
body could hear him. 

‘ The aim of life,’ he said, adjusting his 
spectacles, ‘is progress.’ 

‘What is progress?’ interrupted Dr. 
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Jenkinson coldly, without looking at Mr. 
Saunders, and as though any answer to his 
question was the last thing he expected. 

‘ Progress,’ replied Mr. Saunders slowly, 
‘has been found, like poetry, somewhat hard 
to define.’ 

‘Very true,’ said the Doctor drily, and 
looking straight before him. 

His accents were of so freezing a sharp- 
ness that he seemed to be stabbing Mr. 
Saunders with an icicle. Mr. Saunders, 
however, was apparently quite unwounded. 

‘But I, he continued with the utmost 
complacency, ‘have discovered a definition 
which will, I think, meet with general accept- 
ance. There is nothing original in it—it is 
merely an abstract of the meaning of all our 
great liberal thinkers—progress is such im- 
provement as can be verified by statistics, 
just as education is such knowledge as can 
be fested by examinations. That, I conceive, 
is a very adequate definition of the most 
advanced conception of progress, and to 
persuade people in general to accept this is at 
present one of the chief duties of all earnest 
men,’ 

‘Entirely true!’ said Mr. Herbert, with 
ironical emphasis ; ‘an entirely true definition 
of progress as our age prizes it,’ 
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Mr. Saunders was delighted, and, im- 
agining he had made a disciple, he turned to 
Mr. Herbert and went on. 

‘For just let us,’ he said, ‘compare a man 
with a gorilla, and see in what the man’s 
superiority lies. It is evidently not in the 
man’s ideas of God, and so forth—for in his 
presumable freedom from these the gorilla is 
the superior of the man—but in the hard and 
verifiable fact, that the man can build houses 
and cotton-mills, whereas the highest monkey 
can scarcely make the rudest approach to a 
hut.’ 

‘ But can you tell me,’ said Mr. Herbert, 
‘supposing men some day come to a state in 
which no more of this progress is possible, 
what will they do then ?’ 

‘Mr. Mill, whom in almost all things I 
reverence as a supreme authority, said Mr. 
Saunders, ‘asked himself that very question. 
But the answer he gave himself was one of 
the few things in which I venture to dissent 
from him. For, when all the greater evils of 
life shall have been removed, he thinks the 
human race is to find its chief enjoyment in 
reading Wordsworth’s poetry.’! 

‘Indeed!’ said Mr. Herbert; ‘and did 


1 Vide J. S. Mill’s Autobiography. 
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Mill come to any conclusion so sane as 
that ?’ 

‘I, on the contrary, believe,’ Mr. Saun- 
ders went on, ‘that as long as the human 
race lasts, it will still have some belief in 
God left in it, and that the eradication of 
this will afford an unending employment to 
all enlightened minds.’ 

Leslie looked at Lady Ambrose, expecting 
to see her smile. On the contrary she was 
very grave, and said, ‘ I think this is shocking.’ 

‘Well, said Laurence in a soothing tone 
to her, ‘it is only the way of these young 
men in times of change like ours. Besides, 
he is very young—he has only just left 
Oxford 

‘If these irreligious views are to be 
picked up at Oxford,’ said Lady Ambrose, 
‘I shall be obliged to send my little boy, 
when he grows up, to Cambridge. And as 
for what you say about “times of change ’”— 
I am not a conservative, as you know—indeed, 
I quite go in for reform, as my husband does: 
but I don’t think vedzgzon ought to be dragged 
into the matter.’ 

‘Well,’ said Laurence, ‘let us listen to 
what Lord Allen is saying.’ 

‘fZe is sure,’ said Lady Ambrose, ‘not 
to say anything but what is nice.’ 
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_ Allen was speaking in a low tone, but his 
voice was so clear that Lady Ambrose was 
quite able to hear him. 

‘To me it seems,’ he was saying, blush- 
ing a little as he found suddenly how many 
people were listening to him, ‘that the 
aim of life has nearly always been plain 
enough in a certain way—always, and for all 
men 

‘Indeed ?’ said Mr. Saunders, raising his 
eyebrows. 

‘Yes,’ said Allen, slightly turning towards 
him, and raising his voice somewhat. ‘It 
has been, I think, as a single magnet, acting 
on all, though upon many by repulsion. It 
is quite indescribable in words. But there 
are two things by which you can tell a man’s 
truth to it—a faith in God, and a longing for 
a future life.’ 

‘Lord Allen,’ exclaimed Mr. Herbert, 
and the sound of his voice made everyone at 
once a listener, ‘that is very beautifully put ! 
And it is, indeed, quite true, as you say, that 
the real significance of life must be for ever 
indescribable in words. But, in the present 
day, I fear also that for most of us it is. not 
even thinkable in thought. The whole human 
race, he went on in measured melancholy 
accents, ‘is now wandering in an accursed 
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wilderness, which not only shows us no hill- 
top whence the promised land may be seen, 
but which, to most of the wanderers, seems a 
promised land itself., And they have a God 
of their own too, who engages now to lead 
them out of it if they will only follow him: 
who, for visible token of his Godhead, leads 
them with a pillar of cloud by.day, and a 
pillar of fire by night—the cloud being the 
black smoke of their factory chimneys, and 
the fire the red glare of their blast-furnaces. 
And so effectual are these modern divine 
guides, that if we were standing on the 
brink of Jordan itself, we should be utterly 
unable to catch, through the fire and the 
smoke, one single glimpse of the sunlit hills 
beyond.’ 

Mr. Herbert said these last words almost 
fiercely ; and they were followed by a com- 
plete hush. It was almost directly broken by 
Mr. Rose. 

‘To me,’ he said, raising his eyebrows 
wearily, and sending his words floating down 
the table in a languid monotone, ‘ Mr. 
Herbert’s whole metaphor seems misleading. 
I rather look upon life as a chamber, which 
we decorate as we would decorate the 
chamber of the woman or the youth that we 
love, tinting the walls of it with symphonies 
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of subdued colour, and filling it with works of 
fair form, and with flowers, and with strange 
scents, and with instruments of music. And 
this can be done now-as well—better, rather 
—than at any former time: since we know 
that so many of the old aims were false, and 
so cease to be distracted by them. We have 
learned the weariness of creeds; and know 
that for us the grave has no secrets. We 
have learned that the aim of life is life; and 
what does successful life consist in? Simply,’ 
said Mr. Rose, speaking very slowly, and 
with a soft solemnity, ‘in the consciousness of 
exquisite living—in the making our own each 
highest thrill of joy that the moment offers us 
—be it some touch of colour on the sea or on 
the mountains, the early dew in the crimson 
shadows of a rose, the shining of a woman's 
limbs in clear water, or——' 

Here unfortunately a sound of ‘’Sh’ 
broke softly from several mouths. Mr. Rose 
was slightly disconcerted, and a pause that 
would have been a little awkward seemed 
imminent. Laurence, to prevent this, did the 
first thing that occurred to him, and hastily 
asked Dr. Jenkinson what his view of the 
matter was. 

The Doctor's answer came in his very 
sharpest voice. 
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‘Do any of us know what life is?’ he 
said. ‘Hadn't we better find that out 
first ?’ 

‘Life,’ continued Mr. Rose, who had now 
recovered himself, ‘is a series of moments 
and emotions.’ 

‘And a series of absurdities too, very 
often, said Dr. Jenkinson. 

‘ Life isa solemn mystery,’ said Mr. Storks, 
severely. 

‘Life is a damned nuisance, muttered 
Leslie to himself, but just loud enough to be 
heard by Lady Ambrose, who smiled at him 
with a sense of humour that won his heart 
at once. 

‘Life is matter, Mr. Storks went on, 
‘which, under certain conditions not yet fully 
understood, has become self-conscious.’ 

‘Lord Allen has just been saying that it 
is the preface to eternity,’ said Mr. Saunders. 

‘Only, unfortunately,’ said Laurence, ‘it 
is a preface that we cannot skip, and the 
dedication is generally made to the wrong 
person.’ 

‘All our doubts on this matter,’ said Mr. 
Saunders, ‘are simply due ‘to that dense 
pestiferous fog of crazed sentiment that still 
hides our view, but which the present genera- 
tion has sternly set its face to dispel and 


30 THE NEW REPUBLIC. 


conquer. Science will drain the marshy 
grounds of the human mind, so that the 
deadly malaria of Christianity, which has 
already destroyed two civilisations, shall 
never be fatal to a third.’ 

‘I should rather have thought,’ said Mrs. 
Sinclair, in her soft clear voice, and casting 
down her eyes thoughtfully, ‘that passion and 
feeling were the real heart of the matter: 
and that religion of some sort was an in- 
gredient in all perfect passion. There are 
seeds of feeling in every soul, but these will 
never rise up into flowers without some 
culture—will they, Mr. Luke? And _ this 
culture is, surely,’ she said dreamily, ‘the 
work of Love who is the gardener of the soul, 
and of Religion, the under-gardener, acting 
as Love bids it.’ 

‘Ah, yes!’ said Mr, Luke, looking com- 
passionately about him. ‘Culture! Mrs. 
Sinclair is quite right; for without culture 
we can never understand Christianity, and 
Christianity, whatever the vulgar may say of 
it, is the key to life, and is co-extensive with 
it.’ 

Lady Ambrose was charmed with this 
sentiment. 

‘Quite so, Mr. Luke, I quite agree with 
you,’ she said, in her most cordial manner. 
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‘But I wish you would tell me a little more 
about Culture. I am always so much inter- 
ested in those things,’ 

‘Culture,’ said Mr. Luke, ‘is the union of 
two things—fastidious taste and _ liberal 
sympathy. These can only be gained by wide 
reading guided by sweet reason ; and when 
they are gained, Lady Ambrose, we are 
conscious, as it were, of a new sense, which at 
once enables us to discern the Eternal and the 
absolutely righteous, wherever we find it, 
whether in an epistle of St. Paul’s or in a 
comedy of Menander’s, It is true that cul- 
ture sets aside the larger part of the New 
Testament as grotesque, barbarous, and im- 
moral; but what remains, purged of its 
apparent meaning, it discerns to be a 
treasure beyond all price. And in Christi- 
anity—such Christianity, I mean, as true 
taste can accept—culture sees the guide to 
the real significance of life, and the explana- 
tion,’ Mr. Luke added with a sigh, ‘of that 
melancholy which in our day is attendant 
upon all clear sight.’ 

‘But why,’ said Allen, ‘if you know so 
well what life’s meaning is, need you feel 
this melancholy at all ?’ 

‘Ah!’ said Mr. Luke, ‘it is from this 
very knowledge that the melancholy I speak 
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of springs. We—the cultured—we indeed 
see. But the world at large does not. It will 
not listen to us. It thinks we are talking 
nonsense. Surely that is enough to sadden 
us. Then, too, our ears are perpetually be- 
ing pained and deafened by the din of the 
twoopposing Philistinisms—science and ortho- 
doxy—both equally vulgar, and equally use- 
less. But the masses cannot see this. It is 
impossible to persuade some that science 
can teach them nothing worth knowing, and 
others that the dogmatic utterances of the 
gospels are either ignorant mistakes or 
oriental metaphors. Don’t you find this, 
Jenkinson ?’ he added, addressing the 
Doctor across the table in a loud mournful 
voice. 

‘Laurence, said the Doctor, apparently 
not hearing the question, ‘haven't we talked 
of this quite long enough? TZown and 
Country—let us go on to that; or else we 
shall be getting very much benind-hand.’ 

These words of the Doctor's caused a 
rapid change in the conversation. And as it 
appeared impossible to agree as to what the 
aim of life was, most turned eagerly to the 
simpler question of where it might be best 
‘attained. At first there seemed to be 
a general sense on all sides that it was 
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a duty to prefer the country. There, the 
voices of Nature spoke to the soul more 
freely, the air was purer and fresher; the 
things in life that were really valuable were 
more readily taken at their true worth; 
- foolish vanities and trivial cares were less 
likely to degrade the character; one could 
have flowers; one could listen to the music 
of birds and rivers; a country house was 
more comfortable than a town one; and few 
prospects were so charming as an English 
park. But the voice of Mr. Saunders was soon 
heard proclaiming that progress was almost 
entirely confined to towns, and that the modern 
liberal could find little scope for action in 
the country. ‘If he does anything there,’ 
Mr. Saunders said, ‘he can only make his 
tenants more comfortable and contented ; 
and that is simply attaching shem more to 
the existing order of things. Indeed, even 
now, as matters stand, the healthy rustic, 
with his fresh complexion and honest eye, 
is absolutely incapable of appreciating the 
tyranny of religion and society. But the 
true liberal is undeceived by his pleasing 
exterior, and sees a far nobler creature in 
- the pale narrow-chested operative of the city, 
who at once responds to the faintest cry ot 
insurgerce,’ 
D 
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~ Slight causes often produce large results : 
and these utterances of Mr. Saunders turned 
the entire torrent of opinion into a different 
channel. Mr. Luke, who had a moment 
‘before been talking about ‘liberal air, and 
‘sedged brooks,’ and ‘meadow grass,’ now 
admitted that one’s country neighbours were 
sure to be narrow-minded sectarians, and that 
it was better to live amongst cultured society, 
even under a London fog, than to look at all 
the splendour of provincial sunsets, in com- 
pany with a parson who could talk of nothing 
but his parishioners and justification by faith. 
Others, too, followed in the same direction; 
and the verdict of the majority soon seemed 
to be that, except in a large country house, 
country life, though it might be very beautt- 
ful, was still very tiresome. But the voice of 
Mr. Saundets was again heard, during a 
pause, laying it down that no true liberal 
could ever care to live in the country now; 
and Lady Ambrose, who highly disapproved 
of him and his views in general, saw here 
a fitting opportunity for contradicting him, 
asserting that, though she and her husband 
were both advanced liberals, yet the pleasant- 
est part of their year was that spent upon 
their moor in Scotland. ‘ And then, too,’ shé 
added, turning to Laurence, ‘I am devoted 
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to our place in Gloucestershire, and I would 
not miss for anything such things as my 
new dairy, and my cottages, with the old 
women in them.’ 

‘And yet, said Laurence, smiling, ‘Sir 
George would never go near the place if tt 
-were not for the shooting.’ 

‘Indeed he would,’ said Lady Ambrose, a 
‘little indignantly. ‘ He likes the life so much, 
and is so fond of his gardens, and greenhouses, 
and 





But she was here interrupted by Mr, 
Herbert, who, mistaking the Sir George 
Ambrose mentioned for another Baronet of 
the same name—a gentleman of a very old 
but impoverished Catholic family—broke in as 
follows, somewhat to the consternation of 
Lady Ambrose, whose husband was a great 
cotton-spinner, of the most uncertain origin. 

‘Sir George,’ he said, ‘is, as I know well, an 
entirely honest gentleman of ancient lineage. 
He is indeed a perfectly beautiful type of 
what the English Squire properly ought to 
be. For he lives upon his own land, and 
amongst his own people; and is a complete 
and lovely example to them of a life quite 
simple indeed, but in the highest sense loyal, 
noble, and orderly. But what is one amongst 


so many? To most of his own order Sit 
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George Ambrose appears merely as a mad- 
man, because he sees that it is altogether a 
nobler thing for a man to be brave and 
chivalrous than it is to be fashionable; and 
because he looks forward on his dying day to 
remembering the human souls that he has 
saved alive, rather than the pheasants that 
-he has shot dead.’ 

Now, the husband of Lady Ambrose being 
known to most present for his magnificent 
new country house, his immense preserves, 
and his yacht of four hundred tons that never 
went out of the Solent, there was naturally 
some wonder excited by Mr. Herbert’s 
words, since the thought of any other Sir 
George never came for an instant into any- 
one’s head. Lady Ambrose herself was in 
utter amazement. She could not tell what to 
make of it, and she was as near looking con- 
fused as she had ever been in her life. The 
awkwardness of the situation was felt by 
many : and to cover it a hum of conversation 
sprang up, with forced alacrity. But this did 
not make matters much better; fop in a very 
short time Mr. Herbert’s voice was again 
audible, uttering words of no measured 
denunciation against the great land owners of 
England, ‘who were once,’ he said, ‘ in some 
true sense a Nobility, but are now the por- 
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tentousest Ignobility that the world ever set 
eyes upon.’ Everyone felt that this was 
approaching dangerous ground: nor were 
they at all reassured when Mr. Herbert, who 
was, it appeared, quoting from a letter which 
he had received, he said, that morning from 
the greatest of mcdern thinkers, concluded 
amidst a complete silence with the following 
passage, ‘ Yes, here they come, with coats of 
the newest fashion, with pedigrees of the 
newest forging, with their moors in Scotland, 
with their rivers in Norway, with thar game 
preserves in England, with some thousands 
of human beings calling them masters, some- 
where—they probably forget where—and with 
the mind of a thinking man, or with the heart 
of a gentleman, nowhere. ere they come, our 
cotton-spinning plutocrats, bringing in luxury, 
and vulgarity, and damnation !’ 

These last words came like a thunder- 
clap. Laurence hardly knew where to look. 
The result, however, was more satisfactory 
than could have been expected. There are 
some emotions, as we all know, that can be 
calmed best by tears. Lady Ambrose did 
not cry. She did something better—she 
laughed. 

‘What would poor Sir George say ?’ she 
whispered to Laurence. ‘He is fishing in 
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Norway at this very moment. But do you 
really think,’ she went on, being resolved 
not to shirk the subject, ‘that Society is 
really as bad as Mr. Herbert says? I was 
looking into the Comte de Grammont’s 
Memoirs the other day, and I am sure 
nothing goes on in London now so bad as 
what he describes.’ 
: €Do you know, Lady Ambrose,’ said 
Mr. Herbert, who concluded that he had 
iven her much pleasure by his late re- 
marks, ‘I think the state of London at the 
present day infinitely worse than anything 
Grammont or his biographer could have 
dreamt of.’ 
| ‘Quite so,’ said Mr. Luke; ‘the bulk of 
men in our days are just as immoral as they 
were in Charles the Second’s; the only 
difference is that they are incomparably more 
stupid; and that, instead of decking their 
immorality with the jewels of wit, they 
clumsily try to cover it with the tarpaulin of 
respectability. This has not made the 
immorality any the better ; it has only made 
respectability the most contemptible word in 
the English language.’ 
‘The fop of Charles’s time,’ said Leslie, 

‘aimed at seeming a wit and ascholar. The 
fop of ours aims at being a fool and a dunce,’ 
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‘Yes,’ said Mr. Herbert, ‘society was 
diseased then, it is true, and marks of disease 
disfigured and scarred its features. Still, in 
spite of this, it had some sound life left in it. 
But now the entire-organism is dissolving 
and falling asunder. All the parts are re- 
fusing to perform their functions. How, 
indeed, could this possibly be otherwise, 
when the head itself, the aristocracy, the 
part whose special office is to see and think, 
has now lost completely both its brains and 
eyes, and has nothing head-like left it ex- 
cept the mouth ; and that cannot so much as 
speak. It can only eat and yawn.’ 

‘Society, you see, Mr. Herbert,’ said 
Lady Ambrose, who felt bound to say 
something, ‘is so much larger now than it 
was. 

‘Oh,’ said Laurence, shrugging his 
shoulders, ‘in that sense, I really think there 
is almost no society now.’ 

‘IT don’t see how there can be,’ said Miss 
Merton, ‘when what is called society is 
simply one great scramble after fashion. And 
fashion is such a delicate fruit, that it is sure 
to be spoilt if it is scrambled for.’ 

‘IT am glad,’ said Laurence, ‘you don't 
abuse fashion as some people do. I look on 
it as the complexion of good society, and as 
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the rouge of bad; and when society gets 
sickly and loses its complexion, it takes to 
rouge—as it is doing now; and the rouge 
eats into its whole system, and makes its 
health worse than ever.’ 

‘You are the last person, Mr. Laurence,’ 
said Lady Ambrose, ‘you who go out so 
much, that I should have expected to hear 
talking against society like that.’ 

‘Ah!’ said Laurence, ‘we cannot escape 
from our circumstances: I only wish we 
could. I go into the best society I can get, 
but I am not blind to the fact that it is very 
bad. Of course there are a number of the 
most delightful people in it: I am not deny- 
ing that for a moment. But not only is 
society not made up out of a few of its parts, 
but even the best parts suffer from the tone 
of the whole. And taking society as a whole, 
I honestly doubt if it was ever at any time 
so generally bad as it is now. I am not 
saying that it has forgotten its duties— 
that it cannot even conceive that it ever had 
any; that is of course quite true: but Mr. 
Herbert has said that already. I am not 
complaining of its moral badness, but of its 
social badness—of its want of practical skill 
in life as a fine art—a want that it often feels 
itself, and yet has not the skill to remedy. 
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Think for a moment how barbarous are its 
amusements ; how little culture there is in its 
general tone; how incapable it is of any en- 
lightened interest!’ 

‘ Really,’ said Mr. Stockton, ‘I think you 
are doing society a great injustice. It seems 
to me that enlightened interest is the very 
thing that is everywhere on the spread. The 
light of intellect is emerging from the labor- 
atory and the dissecting-room, where it had 
its birth, and is gilding, with its clear rays, 
the dinner-table, and even the ball-room. <A 
freer, a truer, and a grander view of things, 
seems to me to be rapidly dawning on the 
world.’ 

‘I fear, my dear sir,’ said Mr. Luke, ‘ that 
these pleasing opinions of yours will not bear 
testing.’ 

‘Do you mean,’ said Mr. Stockton, ‘that 
Society as a rule is not infinitely better in- 
formed now than it was thirty years ago? 
Has it not infinitely fewer prejudices and 
infinitely more knowledge ?’ 

‘We should look to the effects of the 
knowledge, not to the knowledge itself,’ said 
Mr. Luke. ‘We cannot test the health of a 
society from looking over its examination 
papers in physical science.’ 

‘How would you test it?’ said Mr. 
Stockton, with a slight curl of the lip. 
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‘There are many tests,’ said Mr. Luke. 
‘ Here is one, amongst the very subjects that 
Mr. Laurence has ordered us to talk about— 
art and literature.’ 

‘I+ accept the test,’ said Mr. Stockton. 
‘What, then, can be nobler than much 
modern poetry ? There is some that I look 
upon as quite of the highest order.’ 

‘When I spoke of our literature,’ said 
Mr. Luke loftily, ‘I was not thinking of 
poetry. We have no poetry now.’ 

‘Indeed ?’ said Mr. Stockton ; ‘ I imagined 
you had written some yourself.’ 

‘Ah!’ exclaimed Mr. Luke, drawing a 
long sigh, ‘I once knew what Goethe calls 
“the divine worth of tone and tears.” But 
my own poems only prove the truth of what 
I say. They could only have been written 
in evil days. They were simply a wail of 
pain; and now that I am grown braver, I keep 
silence. Poetry in some ages is an expression 
of the best strength ; in an age like ours it is 
the disguise of the worst weakness—or, when 
not that, it is simply a forced plant, an exotic. 
No, Mr. Stockton, I was not speaking of our 
poetry, but of the one kind of imaginative 
literature that is the natural growth of our 
own day, the novel. Now, the novel itself is 
a plant which, when it grows abundantly and 
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alone; you may be sure is a sign of a poor 
soi, But don’t trust to that only. Look at 
our novels themselves, and see what sort of 
life it is they image—the trivial interests, the 
contemptible incidents, the absurdity’ of the 
virtuous characters, the viciousness- ef the 
characters who are not absurd. Spain was in 
some ways worse in Cervantes’ time than 
England is in ours; but you may search all 
our novels for one character that has one 
tithe of Don Quixote’s heroism, for one of 
our sane men that breathed in so healthy and 
pure an atmosphere as the inspired -miadman. 
And this is not from want of ability on the 
novelist’s part. Some of them have powers 
enough and to spare; but the best nevels 
only reflect back most clearly the social 
anarchy, and the bad ones are unconscious 
parts of it.’ 

‘And as for our painting, said Mr. 
Herbert, ‘that reflects, even more clearly 
than our literature, our hideous and our hope- 
less degradation. The other day, when I 
walked through the Royal Academy, my 
mind was literally dazzled by the infernal 
glare of corruption and vulgarity that was 
flashed upon me from every side. There 
wete, indeed, only two pictures in the whole 
collection that were not entirely abominable ; 
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and these were, one of them three boulders in 
the island of Sark, the other a study of 
pebbles on the beach at Ilfracombe.’ 

‘I know little about the technicalities of 
art,’ said Mr. Stockton, ‘so I will not presume 
to dispute this point with you.’ 

‘Well,’ said Leslie, ‘here is another test 
quite as good as art and literature—love and 
money, and their relations in our days.’ 

He would have continued speaking ; but 
Mr. Herbert allowed him no time. 

‘The very things,’ he said, ‘I was about 
to touch upon—the very things the pictures 
the other day suggested to me. For, seeing 
how the work of the painter becomes 
essentially vile so soon as it becomes essen- 
tially venal, I was reminded of the like 
corruption of what is far more precious than 
the work of any painter—our own English 
girls, who are prepared for the modern 
marriage-market on precisely the same prin- 
ciples as our pictures for the Royal Academy. 
There is but one difference. The work of 
the modern painter is vile from its very be- 
ginning—in its conception and execution 
alike ; but our girls we receive, in the first 
instance, entirely fair and sacred from the 
hands of God himself, clothed upon with a 
lovelier vesture than any lilies of the field —~ 
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‘Really,’ whispered Lady Ambrose to 
Laurence, ‘Providence has done so very 
little for us, as far as vesture goes.’ 

‘ And we,’ Mr. Herbert went on, 
‘with unspeakable profanity presume to 
dress and to decorate them, till the heavenly 
vesture is entirely hidden, thinking, like 
a modern Simon Magus, that the gifts of 
God are to be purchased for money, and 
not caring to perceive that, if they are 
to be purchased with the devil’s money, 
we must first convert them into the devil’s 
gifts.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Mrs. Sinclair, with a faint 
smile, ‘the day for love-matches is quite gone 
over now.’ 

But her words were drowned by Mr. 
Saunders, who exclaimed at the top of his 
voice, and in a state of great excitement, 
‘ Electric telegraphs—railways—steam print- 
ing presses—let me beg of you to consider 
the very next subject set for us—riches and 
civilisation—and to judge of the present 
generation by the light of that.’ 

. €I have considered them,’ said Mr. 
Herbert, ‘for the last thirty years—and with 
inexpressible melancholy.’ 

‘I conceive, said Mr. Saunders, ‘that 
you are somewhat singular in your feelings.’ 
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! ¢f-am,’ replied Mr. Herbert ; ‘and that in 
test of my opinions and feelings I am sin- 
gular, is a fact fraught for me with the most 
ominous significance. Yet, how could I— 
who think that health is more than wealth, 
and who hold it a more important thing to 
separate right from wrong than to identify 
men with monkeys—how could I hope to be 
atything but singular in a generation that 
deliberately, and with its eyes open, prefers a 
cotton-mill toa Titian ?’ 

‘T hold it,’ said Mr. Saunders, ‘ to be one 
of the great triumphs of our day, that it has 
So subordinated all the vaguer and more law- 
less sentiments to the solid guidance of sober 
economical considerations. And not only do 
‘I consider a cotton-mill, but I consider even 
a good sewer, to be a far nobler and a far 
holier thing—for holy in reality does but 
mean healthy—than the most admired 
Madonna ever painted.’ 

- © good sewer,’ said Mr. Herbert, ‘is, I 
admit, an entirely holy thing ; and would all 
our manufacturers and men of science bury 
themselves underground, and confine their 
attention to making sewers, I, for one, should 
have little complaint against them.’ 

“a! And -aré railways, telegraphs, gas- ‘lamps 
—is the projected Channel tunnel, nothing ia 
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‘your eyes? Is it nothing that all the condi- 
tions of life are ameliorated, that mind is 
daily pursuing farther its conquest over 
matter ?’ 

‘Have we much to thank you for,’ said 
Mr. Herbert, ‘that you have saved us from 
an hour of sea-sickness, if in return you give 
us a whole lifetime of heart-sickness ? Your 
mind, my good sir, that you boast of, is so 
occupied in subduing matter, that it is entirely 
forgetful of subduing itself—a matter, trust me, 
that is far more important. And asfor your 
amelioration of the conditions of life—that is 
not civilisation which saves a man from the 
need of exercising any of his powers, but 
which obliges him to exert his noble powers ; 
not that which satisfies his lower feelings with 
the greatest ease, but which provides satisfac- 
tion for his higher feelings, no matter at what 
trouble.’ 

‘Other things being equal,’ said Mr. 
Saunders, ‘I apprehend that the gencration 
that travels sixty miles an hour is at least 
five times as civilised as the generation that 
travels only twelve.’ 

‘But the other things are of equal,’ said 
Mr. Herbert : ‘and the other things, by which 
I suppose you mean all that is really sacred 
ain the life of man, have been banished or 
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buried by the very things which we boast of 
as our civilisation.’ 

‘That is our own fault,’ said Mr. Saun- 
ders, ‘ not the fault of civilisation.’ 

‘Not so,’ said Mr. Herbert. ‘Bring up 
a boy to do nothing for himself—make every- 
thing easy for him—to use your own expres- 
sion, subdue matter for him—and that boy 
will never be able to subdue anything for 
himself. He will be weak in body, and a 
coward in soul——’ 

‘Precisely,’ said Mr. Saunders. ‘And 
that is really, if you look dispassionately at’ 
the matter, a consummation devoutly to be 
wished, For why do we need our bodies to 
be strong ?—To overcome obstacles. Why 
do we need to be brave >—To attack enemies. 
But by and by, when all our work is done 
by machinery, and we have no longer any 
obstacles to overcome, or any hardships to 
endure, strength will become useless, and 
bravery dangerous. And my own hope is that 
both will have ere long vanished ; and that 
weakness and cowardice, qualities which we 
now soirrationally despise, will have vindicated 
their real value, by turning universal civilisa 
tion into universal peace.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Mr. Herbert, ‘that is exactly 
what the modern world is longing for—a 
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universal peace; which never can nor ‘will 
mean anything else than peace with the 
devil.’ 

‘Really, said Lady Ambrose to Leslie, 
‘do you think we are in such a bad way as 
all this? Dr. Jenkinson, I must ask you— 
you always know these things—-do you think 
we are so very bad ?’ 

‘Yes—yes, said the Doctor, turning 
towards her with a cheerful smile, ‘ there is a 
great deal that is very bad in our own days— 
very bad indeed. Many thoughtful people 
think that there is more that is bad in the 
present than there has ever been in the past. 
Many thoughtful people in all days have 
thought the same.’ 

‘Whenever wise men,’ said Herbert, 
‘have taken to thinking about their own 
times, it is quite true that they have always 
thought ill of them. But that is because the 
times must have gone wrong before the wise 
men take to the business of thinking about 
them at all. We are never conscious of our 
constitutions till they are out of order.’ 

‘Ah! yes, said Mr. Luke; ‘how true 
that is, Herbert! Philosophy may be a 
golden thing. But it is the gold of the 
autumn woods, that soon falls, and leaves the 
boughs of the nation naked.’ 

E 
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' #¥es,’ said Leslie, ‘leaving nothing but ° 
* Bare ruined choirs, whete late the sweet birds sang,’ 


. ©Thank you, Mr. Leslie,’ exclaimed Mr. 
Herbert across the table, ‘thank you—an ex- 
quisitely apt quotation.’ 

‘Then you, Mr. Leslie,’ said Lady Am- 
brose in a disappointed voice, ‘you are one 
of these desponding people too, are you? | 
never heard anything so dismal in my life.’ 

‘T certainly think,’ said Leslie, ‘that our 
age insome ways could not possibly be worse. 
Nobody knows what to believe, and most 
people believe nothing. Don’t you find 
that ?’ 

‘Indeed I do not,’ said Lady Ambrose, 
with some vigour, ‘and I am very sorry for 
those who do. That Mr. Saunders,’ she 
added, lowering her voice, ‘is the first person 
J ever heard express such views. We were 
dining only the other day with the Bishop of 
,and [’ll tell you what he said, Mr. 
Leslie. He said that the average number of 
churches built yearly during the last ten years 
was greater than it had ever been since the 
Reformation. That does not look as if re- 
Jigion was on the decline, does it ?. I know 
the Bishop spoke of a phase of infidelity that 
was passing over the nation: but that, he 
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said, would soon, have drifted by. Indeed, 
he told us that all the teachings of modern 
irreligious science were simply reproductions 
of—you must not laugh at me if I say the 
mames wrong—-Epicurus and Democritus—~ 
which had been long ago refuted. And that 
was no peculiar crotchet of his own mind ; fora 
very clever gentleman who was sitting next 
me said that that was the very thing which 
all the bishops agreed in saying—almost the 
only thing indeed in which they did agree.’ 

‘Ah!’ said Leslie, ‘ materialism once 
came to the world like a smail street 
boy throwing mud at it; and the indignant 
world very soon drove it away. But it has 
now come back again, dirtier than ever, 
bringing a big brother with it, and Heaven 
knows when we shall get rid of it now.’ 

‘In every state of transition, said Dr, 
Jenkinson to Miss Merton, ‘there must 
always be much uneasiness. But I don’t 
think,’ he said, with a little pleased laugh, 
‘that you will find these times really much 
worse than those that went before them. No 
—no. If we look at them soberly, they are 
really a great deal better. We have already 
got rid of a vast amount of superstition and 
ignorance, and are learning what Christianity 


really is. We are learning true reverence— 
E2 
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that is, not to dogmatise about subjects of 
which we cannot possibly know anything. 

‘Just so, Jenkinson,’ said Mr. Luke ; ‘ that 
is the very thing I am trying to teach the 
world myself. Personal immortality, for 
instance, which forms no part of the sweet 
secret of authentic Christianity 

‘Yes—yes,’ said the Doctor hastily; ‘the 
Church had degraded the doctrine. It needed 
to be expressed anew.’ 

‘Of course,’ said Miss Merton, ‘I, as a 
Catholic 

‘Dear! dear!’ exclaimed the Doctor, in 
some confusion, ‘I beg your pardon. I had 
no notion you were a Roman Catholic.’ 

‘I was going to say,’ Miss Merton went 
on, ‘that, though of course as a Catholic I 
am not without what I believe to be an infal- 
lible guide, I feel just as much as anyone 
the bad state in which things are now. It is 
so difficult to shape one’s course in life. One 
has nowhere any work cut out for one, 
There is a want of—well—’ she said, 
smiling, ‘of what perhaps, when religion has 
been analysed by science, will be called moral 
ozone in the air.’ 

‘Such a feeling is not unnatural,’ said the 
Doctor ; ‘but you will find it vanish if you 
just resolve cheerfully to go on doing the 
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duty next you—even if this be only to order 
dinner. And,’ he said, turning to her rather 
abruptly, ‘don’t despond over the times: 
that only makes them worse. Besides, 
they are not really at all bad. There is no 
need for desponding at all.’ 

‘But there is at least excuse,’ said 
Laurence, ‘ when we see all the old faiths, the 
old ideas, under which the world has so long 
found shelter, fading 


Like the baseless fabric of a vision, 


rapidly and for ever away from us.’ 

‘I don’t think so,’ said the Doctor, as if 
that settled the question. 

‘Christianity,’ said Mr. Stockton, ‘is only 
retiring to make way for something better. 
Religions are not quickened unless they 
perish. Look forward at the growing bright- 
ness of the future, not at the faded brightness 
of the past.’ 

‘Why not look at the present ?’ said Dr. 
Jenkinson. ‘Depend upon it, it is not wise 
to be above one’s times. There’s plenty of 
religion now. The real power of Christianity 
is growing every day, even where you least 
expect it.’ 

‘In what part of Christianity,’ said Leslie, 
‘its real power lies, it would be unbecoming in 
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me fo profess that I know. But this I do 
know, that if you take four out of five of the 
more thoughtful and instructed meri of the day, 
you will find that not only have they no faith 
in a personal God or a personal immortality, 
but the vety notions of such things seem 
to them absurdities,’ 

‘Yes, said Mr. Herbert, ‘it was once 
thought a characteristic of the lowest savages 
to be without a belief in a future life. It will 
soon be thought a characteristic of the lowest 
savages to be with one.’ 

‘Really now—-’ said Mr. Luke, in a voicé 
whose tone seemed to beseech everyone to be 
sensible, ‘personal immortality and a per- 
sonal Deity are no doctrines of Christianity. 
You, Jenkinson, I know agree with me.’ 

There was nothing the Doctor so disliked 
as these appeals from Mr. Luke. He made 
in this case no response whatever. He 
turned instead to Miss Merton. 

‘ You see,’ he said to her in a very quiet 
but very judicial way, ‘the age we live in is 
an age of change. And in all such ages 
there must be many things that, if we let them, 
will pain and puzzle us. But we mustn’t let 
them. There have been many ages of change 
before our time, and there are sure to be 
many after it. Our age is not peculiar.’ 
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‘Here he paused, as he had a way of 
. doing -at times between his sentences. This 
practice now, as it had often been before, was 
of a disservice to him; for it gave a fatal 
facility for interruption when he could least 
have wished it. In this case Leslie entirely 
put him out, by attacking the very statement 
which the Doctor least of all had designed to 
bear question. 

‘But in some ways,’ said Leslie, ‘this agé 
is peculiar, surely. It is peculiar in the 
extraordinary rapidity ofits changes. Chris- 
tianity took three hundred years to supplant 
polytheism; atheism has hardly taken thirty 
to supplant Christianity.’ 

Dr. Jenkinson did not deign to take the 
least notice of this. 

‘I suppose,’ said Miss Merton to Leslie, 
‘that you think Catholicism quite a thing of 
the past ?’ 

‘I’m afraid,’ said Leslie, ‘that my opinion 
on that is of very small importance. But, 
however that may be, you must admit that in 
the views of the world at Jarge there have 
been great changes; and these, I say, have 
come on us with so astonishing a quickness that 
they have plunged us into a state of mental 
anarchy that has not been equalled since 
mental order has been known. There is no 
recognised rule of life anywhere. The old 
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rules only satisfy those who are not capable 
of feeling the need of any rule at all, Every . 
one who does right at all only does what is 
right in his own eyes. All society, it seems, 
is going to pieces.’ 

‘I,’ said Mr. Rose, ‘look upon social 
dissolution as the true condition of the most 
perfect life. For the centre of life is the 
individual, and it is only through dissolution 
that the individual can re-emerge. All the 
warrings of endless doubts, all the question- 
ings of matter and of spirit, which I have 
myself known, I value only because, remem- 
bering the weariness of them, I take a 
profounder and more exquisite pleasure in 
the colour of a crocus, the pulsations of a 
chord of music, or a picture of Sandro 
Botticelli’s.’ 

Mr. Rose's words hardly produced all the _ 

effect he could have wished ; for the last part 
;was‘almost drowned in the general rustle of 
the ladies rising. 
_ * Before we go, Mr. Laurence,’ said Lady 
Ambrose, ‘will you be good enough to tell 
me the history of these salt-cellars? I 
wanted to have asked you at the beginning 
of dinner, but you made yourself so very 
appalling then, that I really did not ven- 
ture,’ 
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- ' ©Well, said Laurence, ‘no doubt . they 
surprise you. They were a present made to 
me the other day by a friend of mine—an 
eminent man of science, and are models of a 
peculiar kind of retort he has invented, for 
burning human bodies, and turning them into 


b 


gas. 
‘Good gracious!’ said Lady Ambrose, 


‘how horrible! I insist, Mr. Laurence, on 
your having another set to-morrow night— 
remember.’ 

‘ There,’ said Laurence, when the gentle- 
men had resettled themselves, and had 
begun their wine, ‘there is the new version 
of the skeleton at the banquet-board—the 
two handfuls of white dust, to which we, the 
salt of the earth, shall oneday crumble. Let 
us sacrifice all the bulls we have to Pluto 
tllacrimabilis—t\let us sacrifice ourselves to 
one another, or to Heaven—to this favour 
must we come. Is not that so, Mr. Storks ? 

‘Laurence,’ said Dr. Jenkinson briskly, 
‘the conversation hasn’t kept pace with the 
dinner. We have got no farther than ‘‘ The 
Present” yet. The ladies are going to talk 
of “The Future” by themselves. See— 
there they are out on the terrace.’ 

Mr. Storks here drew his chair to the 
table, and cleared his throat. 


33 THE NEW REPUBLIC 


, It ¥s easier,’ he said, ‘to talk about the 
present now we are alone—now ¢hey,’ he 
nodded his head in the direction of the 
party outside, ‘are gone out to talk about 
the future in the moonlight. There are 
many things which even yet it does not do 
to say before women-at least, before all 
women.’ 

‘My aunt,’ said Laurence, ‘is a great 
authority on woman’s education and truc 
position; and she has written an essay td 
advance the female cause.’ 

‘Indeed ?’ said Mr. Storks; ‘I was not 
Aware of that. I shall look forward with 
much pleasure to some conversation with her. 
But what I was going to say related to the 
present, which at dinner was on all sides so 
mercilessly run down. I was going to claim 
for the present age, in thought and specula- 
tion (and it is these that give their tone to 
its entire conduct of life), as its noble and 
peculiar feature, a universal, intrepid, dogged 
resolve to find out and face the complete 
truth of things, and to allow no prejudice, 
however dear to us, to obscure our vision. 
This ts the only real morality: and not only 
is it full of blessing for the future, but it is 
giving us “manifold more in this present 
time” as well. The work of science, you 
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see, 1s twofold; it enlarges the horizon of 
the mind, and improves the conditions of the 
body. If you will pardon my saying so, Mr. 
Herbert, I think your antipathy to science 
must be due to your not having fully appreci- 
ated its true work and dignity.’ 

‘The work of science is, I know, two- 
fold,’ said Mr. Herbert, ‘speculative and 
practical.’ 

‘Exactly so,’ said Mr. Storks approv- 
ingly. 

‘And all it can do for us in speculation,’ 
said Mr. Herbert, ‘is to teach us that we 
have no life hereafter: all it can do for us in 
practice, is to ruin our life here. It enervates 
us by providing us with base luxury ; it de- 
grades us by turning our attention to base 
knowledge.’ 

‘No-—no,’ said Dr. Jenkinson, with one 
of his little laughs, ‘not that. I don’t think, 
Mr. Storks, that Mr. Herbert always quite 
means what he says. We mustn't take him 
at his word.’ 

‘My dear sir,’ said Mr. Herhert, turning 
to the Doctor, ‘ you are a consecrated priest 
of the mystical Church of Christ’—-Dr. Jen- 
kinson winced terribly at this—‘and let me 
ask you if you think it the work of Christ to 
bring into men’s minds eternal corruption, 
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‘instead of eternal life—or, rather, not corrup- 
.tion, I should say, but putrefaction. For 
what is putrefaction but decomposition? And 
at the touch of science all our noblest ideas 
.decompose and putrefy, till our whole souls 


are strewn with dead hopes and dead religions, 
with corpses of all the thoughts we loved 


Quickening slowly into lower forms. 


You may call it analysis, but I call it death.’ 
‘I wish we could persuade you,’ said Mr. 


‘Stockton, very temperately, ‘to take a fairer 


view of things. Surely truth cannot in the 
long run be anything but life-giving.’ 

‘ Let us take care of facts,’ said Mr. Storks, 
‘and fictions—I beg ycur pardon, religion— 
will take care of itself.’ 

‘And religion,’ said Mr. Stockton, ‘ will 
take careof itself very well. Of course we don't 
waste time now in thinking about personal 
immortality. Weshall not live; but the mind 
of man will; and religion will live too, being 
part of the mindof man. Religion is, indeed, 
to the inner world what the sky is to the 
outer. It is the mind’s canopy—the infinite 
mental azure in which the mysterious source 
of our being is at once revealed and hidden. 
Let us beware, then, of not considering re- 
ligion noble; but let us beware still more of 
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considering it true. We may fancy that we 
trace in the clouds shapes of real things ; and, 
as long as we know that this is only fancy, I 
know of no holier occupation for the human 
mind than such cloud-gazing. But let us 
always recollect that the cloud which to us 
may seem shaped like a son of man, may 
seem to another to be backed like a weasel, 
and to another to be very like a whale. What, 
then,’ Mr. Stockton added, ‘can be a nobler 
study than the great book of Nature, or, as 
we used to call it, the works of God?’ 

‘Pray do not think,’ said Mr. Herbert, 
‘that I complain of this generation because it 
studies Nature. I complain of it because it 
does not study her. Yes,’ he went on, as he 
saw Mr. Stockton start, ‘ you can analyse her 
in your test tubes, you can spy at her through 
your microscopes ; but can you see her with 
your own eyes, or receive her into your own 
souls ? You can tell us what she makes her 
wonders of, and how she makes them, and 
how long she takes about it. But you can- 
not tell us what these wonders are like when 
they aremade. When God said, “ Let there 
be light, and light was, and God saw that it 
was good,” was he thinking, as he saw this, of 
the exact velocity it travelled at, and of the 
exact laws it travelled by, which you wise 
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men are at such infinite pains to discover ; or 
was he thinking of something else, which you 
take no pains to discover at all—of how it 
clothed the wings of the morning with silver, 
and the feathers of the evening with gold? 
Is water, think you, a nobler thing to the 
modern chemist, who can tell you exactly 
what gases it is made of, and nothing more ; 
or to Turner, who could not tell you at all 
what it is made of, but who did know and 
who could tell you what it is made—what it is 
made by the sunshine, and the cloud-shadow, 
and the storm-wind—who knew how it paused 
in the taintless mountain trout-pool, a living 
crystal over stones of flickering amber; and 
how it broke itself turbid, with its choirs of 
turbulent thunder, when the rocks card it 
into foam, and where the tempest sifts it into 
spray ? When Pindar called water the best 
of things, was he thinking of it as the union 
of oxygen and hydrogen——’ 

‘He would have been much wiser if he 
had been,’ interposed Dr. Jenkinson. ‘ Thales, 
to whose theory, as you know, Pindar was 
referring But the Doctor’s words were 
utterly unavailing to check the torrent of Mr. 
Herbert's eloquence. They only turned it 
into a slightly different course. 

‘Ah! masters of modern science,’ he went 
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on, ‘you can tell us what pure water is made 
of; but, thanks to your drains and your mills, 
you cannot tell us where to findit.. You can, 
no doubt, explain to us all about sunsets ; but 
the smoke of your towns and your factories 
has made it impossible for us to see one. 
However, each generation is wise in its own 
wisdom; and ours would sooner look at a 
foetus in a bottle, than at a statue of the 
god Apollo, from the hand of Phidias, and in 
the air of Athens.’ 

During all this speech Mr. Storks had 
remained with his face buried in his hands, 
every now and then drawing in his breath 
through his teeth, as if he were in pain, 
When it was over he looked up with a seared 
expression, as if he hardly knew where he 
was, and seemed quite unable to utter a 
syllable. “ss og 

‘Of course, said Mr. Stockton, ‘mere 
science, as science, does not deal with moral 
right and wrong.’ | 

‘No, said Mr. Saunders, ‘for it has 
shown that right and wrong are terms of a 
bygone age, connoting altogether false ideas. 
Mere automata as science shows we are—~ 
clockwork machines, wound up by meat and 
drink 2 

‘As for that, ‘broke in Mr. Storks, whe 
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had by this time recovered himself—and his 
weighty voice at once silenced Mr. Saunders, 
‘I would advise our young friend not to be 
too confident. We may be automata, or we 
may not. Science has not yetdecided. And 
upon my word,’ he said, striking the table, 
‘I don’t myself care which we are. Supposing 
the Deity—if there be one—should offer to 
make me a machine, if I am not one, on con- 
dition that I should always go right, I, for one, 
would gladly close with the proposal.’ 

‘But you forget,’ said Allen, ‘that in the 
moral sense there would be no going right at 
all, if there were not also the possibility of 
going wrong. If your watch keeps good time 
you don’t call it virtuous, nor if it keeps bad 
time do you call it sinful.’ 

‘Sin, Lord Allen,’ said Mr. Storks, ‘is 
a word that has helped to retard moral 
and Social progress more than anything. 
Nothing is good or bad, but thinking makes 
it so; and the superstitious and morbid way 
in which a number of entirely innocent things 
have been banned as sin, has caused more 
than half the tragedies of the world. Science 
will establish an entirely new basis of 
morality; and the sunlight of rational appro- 
bation will shine on many a thing, hitherto 
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overshadowed by the curse of a hypothetical 
God.’ 

‘Exactly so,’ exclaimed Mr. Saunders 
eagerly. ‘Now, I’m not at all that sort of 
man myself,’ he went on, ‘so don’t think it 
because I say this.’ 

Everyone stared at Mr. Saunders in 
wonder as to what he could mean. 

‘We think it, for instance,’ he said, ‘a very 
sad thing when a girl is as we call it ruined. 
But it is we really that make all the sadness. 
She is ruined only because we think she is 
so. And I have little doubt that that higher 
philosophy of the future that Mr. Storks 
speaks of will go far,some day, towards solving 
the great question of women’s sphere of action, 
by its recognition of prostitution as an honour- 
able and beneficent profession.’ 

‘Sir!’ exclaimed Mr. Storks, striking the 
table, and glaring with indignation at Mr. 
Saunders, ‘I could hardly have belicved that 
such misplaced flippancy 

‘Flippancy! it is reasoned truth,’ shrieked 
Mr. Saunders, upsetting his wine-glass. 

Luckily this brought about a pause. 
Laurence took advantage of it. 

‘See,’ he said, ‘ Dr. Jenkinson has left us. 
Will no one have any more wine P—Then 
suppose we follow him.’ 

F 
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CHAPTER IV. 


moon was rising over the si sea, and 
the sea was slowly silvering under 
it. A soft breeze breathed gently, 
full of the scents of flowers; and in the low 
sky of the west there yet lingered a tender 
peach-colour. 

The ladies were sitting about on chairs, 
grouped together, but with several little 
groups within the group; and amongst them 
all was Dr. Jenkinson, making himself par- 
ticularly agreeable to Mrs. Sinclair. When 
the gentlemen emerged there was a general 
stir, and Lady Ambrose, shutting up a 
volume of St.-Simon’s Memoirs, said, ‘ Well, 
Mr. Laurence, we have been talking most 
industriously about the future.’ 

Laurence was standing with Mr. Luke on 
the step of the dining-room window, and both 
were looking out gravely on the tranquil 
scene. 

‘Do you remember,’ said ieceenes ‘that 
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it was here, three years ago, that you com- 
posed the lines that stand last in your pub- 
lished volumes ?’ 

‘I remember,’ said Mr. Luke dreamily. 
‘What an evening that was!’ 

‘I wish you would repeat them,’ said 
Laurence. 

‘What is the good ?’ said Mr. Luke ; ‘why 
rouse again the voices that haunt 


About the mouldered lodges of the past?’ 


‘Mr. Luke,’ said Lady Ambrose appeal- 
ingly, ‘I do so wish you would.’ 

‘Is Mr. Luke going to recite poetry ?’ said 
Mrs. Sinclair, coming languidly up to them, 
‘How delicious!’ She was looking lovely in 
the dim light, with a diamond star shining in 
her dark hair; and for a mortal bard there 
was positively no resisting her appeal. 

Mr. Luke, with a silent composure, 
pressed his hands for a moment against his 
forehead ; he gave one hem; and then in a 
clear melodious voice began as follows :— 


‘ Softly the evening descends, 
Violet and soft. The sea 
Adds to the silence, below 
Pleasant and cool on the beach 
Breaking; yes, and a breeze 
Calm as the twilight itself 
Furtively sighs through the dusk, 
F2 
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Listlessly lifting my hair, 

Fanning my thought-wearied brow, 
Thus I stand in the gloom 

Watching the moon-track begin 

Quivering to die like a dream 

Over the far sea-line 

To the unknown region beyond, 


‘So for ages hath man 
Gaszed on the ocean of time 
From the shores of his birth, and, turning 
His eyes from the quays, the thronged 
Marts, the noise and the din 
To the far horizon, hath dreamed 
Of a timeless country beyond. 

Vainly : for how should he pass, 
Being on foot, o'er the wet 
Ways of the unplumbed waves ? 
How, without ship, should he pass 
Over the shipless sea 
To the timeless country beyond? 


‘Ah, but once—once long ago, 
Came there a ship white-sailed 
From the country beyond, with bright 
Oarsmen, and men that sang ; 
Came to Humanity’s coasts, 
Called to the men on the shore, 
Foyously touched at the port. 

Then did time-weary man 
Climb the bulwarks, the deck 
Eagerly crowding. Anon 
Wath jubilant voices raised, 

And singing, “ When Israel came 
Out of Egypt,” ang whatso ese 
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In the psalin is written, they passed 
Out of the ken of the land, 

Over the far sea-line, 

Zo the unknown regton beyond. 


‘Where are they now, then—they 
That were borne out of sight by the ship 
Our brothers, of times gone by ? 

Why have they left us here 

Solemn, dejected, alone, 

Gathered in groups on the shore? 
Why? For we, too, have gazed 
O'er the waste of waters, and watched 
for a sail as keenly as they. 

Ah, wretched men that we are! 

On our hageard faces and brows 
Aching, a wild breeze fawns 

Full of the scents of the sea, 

Redolent of regions beyond. 

Why, then, tarries the ship ? 

When will her white sail rise 

Like a star on the sea-line? When? 


‘When t(—And the answer comes 
From the sailless face of the sea, 
“ Ah, vain watchers, what boots 
The calm of the evening ? 
Have ye not watched through the day 
Turbulent waves, the expanse 
Endless, shaken with storm, 
And ask ye where ts the ship ? 
Deeper than plummet can dive 
She ts bedded deep in the ooze, 
And over her tall mast floats 
Lhe purple plain of the calm.” 
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‘Yes—and never a ship 
Since this ts sunken, will come 
Ever again o'er the waves— 
Nay, not even the craft with the fierce 
Steersman, him of the marsh 
Livid, with wheels of flame 
Circling hts eyes, to smite 
The lingering soul with hts oar. 
—NVot that even. But we 
Drop where we stand one by one 
On the shingles and sands of time, 
And cover in taciturn gloom, 
With only perhaps some tear, 
Lach for his brother the hushed 
Heart and the limitless dreams 
With a little gift of sand. 


Thank you, Mr. Luke, so much,’ said 
Lady Ambrose. ‘How charming! I am 
_ always so fond of poems about the sea.’ 

‘Ah,’ said Mr. Luke, turning to Mrs. 
Sinclair, ‘these are emotions scarcely worth 
describing.’ 

‘Certainly not,’ muttered Mr. Storks, half 
aloud as he moved off to discover Lady 
Grace. 

Mr. Luke stood apart, and surveyed the 
party with a look of pensive pity. On Mr. 
Storks, however, whose last remark he had 
overheard, his eyes rested with an expression 
somewhat more contemptuous. The bright- 
ening moonlight fell softly on the group 
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before him, giving it a particularly picturesque 
effect, as it touched the many colours and 
folds of the ladies’ dresses, and struck here 
and there a furtive flash from a gem on wrist 
or throat. The tranquil hour seemed to 
have a tranquillising effect on nearly every- 
one; and the conversation reached Mr. 
Luke’s ears as a low murmur, broken only by 
the deep sound of Mr. Storks’s voice, and the 
occasional high notes of Mr. Saunders, who 
seemed to Mr. Luke, in his present frame of 
mind, to be like a shrill cock crowing to the 
world before the sunrise of universal philis- 
tinism. 

Laurence meanwhile had caught Miss 
Merton’s eyes looking at him with a grave 
regard ; and this had brought him instantly 
to her side, when Mr. Luke had ended his 
recital. 

‘We didn't spare the times we live in, 
to-night, did we?’ he said slowly to her in a 
low voice. ‘ Well, well—I wonder what it is 
all coming to—we and our times together! 
We are certainly a curious medley here, all 
of us. I suppose no age but ours could have 
produced one like it—at least, let us hope so, 
for the credit of the ages in general.’ 

‘I must say,’ said Miss Merton, smiling, 
‘that you seem to take to the age very kindly, 
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and to bevery happy amongst your friends. 
But you did not tell us very much of what 
you thought yourself.’ 

‘I don't often say what I think,’ said 
Laurence, ‘ because I don’t often know what I 
think ; but I know a great many things that I 
don’t think; and I confess I takea pleasure gn 
saying these, and in hearing others say them ; 
so the society that I choose as a rule re- 
presents not the things I think I approve, 
but the things I am sure I repudiate.’ 

‘I confess,’ said Miss Merton, ‘I don’t 
quite understand that.’ 

‘Shall I tell you,’ said Laurence, ‘why I 
live so much in society-—amongst my friends, 
as you call them? Simply because I feel, in 
my life, as a child does in a dark room; and 
I must have some one to talk to, or else I 
think I should go mad. What one says is 
little matter, so long as one makes a noise 
of some sort, and forgets the ghosts that in 
one’s heart one is shuddering at.’ 

Miss Merton was silent for a moment, and 
looked up into the sky in which the stars 
were now one by one appearing. 

‘I suppose,’ she said presently, ‘ you think 
it is a very poor affair—life’s whole business. 
And yet I don’t see why you should.’ 

‘Not see why I should? repeated 
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Laurence. ‘Ah, that shows how little you, 
from your position, can sympathise with ours. 
Iam not surprised at it. Of course, it is out 
of the question that you should. You, happy 
in some sustaining faith, can see a meaning in 
all life, and all life’s affections. You can endure 
—you can even welcome its sorrows. The 
clouds of exnuze themselves for you have 
silver linings. For your religion is a kind 
of philosopher’s stone, turning whatever it 
touches into something precious. But we— 
we can only remember that for us, too, things 
had a meaning once; but they have it no 
longer. Life stares at us now, all blank and 
expressionless, like the eyes of a lost friend, 
who is not dead, but who has turned an idiot. 
Perhaps you never read Clough’s Poems, 
did you? Scarcely a day passes in which I 
do not echo to myself his words :— 
Ah well-a-day, for we are souls bereaved ! 
Of all the creatures under heaven’s wide cope, 


We are most hopeless who had once most hope, 
And most beliefless who had once believed.’ 


‘And do you think,’ said Miss Merton in 
a low tone, ‘ that belief in these days brings no 
painful perplexities too? Do you think that 
we can look out on the state of the world 
now, and think about its future, without 
anxiety ? But really,’ she went on, raising her 
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voice, ‘if I, like you, thought that Christianity 
was not true, I should not waste my time in 
lamenting over it. I should rather be glad 
that I had got free from a gigantic and awful 
imposition.’ 

‘What!’ exclaimed Laurence, ‘should we 
rejoice at our old guide dropping dead 
amongst the mountains, even though he had 
lost his way; if so we are left hopeless, and 
without any guide at all ?’ 

‘You have your consciences,’ said Miss 
Merton, with some decision in her voice; 
‘you surely don’t mean to say that you have 
lost them ?’ 

‘ As for our consciences,’ said Leslie, who 
was standing close by, ‘we revere them so 
much that we fancy they possess some power. 
But conscience, in most souls, is like an Eng- 
lish Sovereign—it reigns, but it does not 
govern. Its function is merely to give a formal 
assent to the Bills passed by the passions ; and 
it knows, if it opposes what those are really 
bent upon, that ten to one it will be obliged to 
abdicate.’ 

‘Let us hope that the constitutions of 
most souls are more stable than that,’ said 
Miss Merton. ‘As far as morality goes, I 
expect you have quite enough to guide you; 
and if you think religion false, I don’t see why 
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its loss should trouble you. Andé life itself, 
remember, has plenty of pleasures. It is full 
of things worth living for.’ 

‘Is it?’ exclaimed Leslie with sudden 
emphasis, and he looked into Miss Merton’s 
face with an expression half absent and half 
wondering. ‘Is there anything in life that 
you really think is, for its own sake, worth 
living for? To me it seems that we are 
haunted with the power of imagining that 
there might be, and are pursued with the 
knowledge that there never is. Look at that 
lovely water before us, with its floods of moon- 
light—how it ripples, how it sparkles away 
into the distance! What happiness sights like 
these suggest to one! How happy they 
might make us—might, but they never do! 
They only madden us with a vague pain, that 
is like the sense of something lost for ever.’ 

‘Still,’ said Miss Merton, ‘life is not all 
moonlight. Surely friendship and affection 
are worth having ?’ 

‘Let me beg you, Miss Merton,’ said Leslie, 
replying to her tone rather than to her words, 
‘not to think that I am always pining and 
bemoaning myself. Fortunately the deeper 
part of one’s nature will often go tosleep, and 
then the surface can enjoy itself. We can 
even laugh with our lips at the very things 
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that our hearts in silence are breaking for. 
But as for happiness, that is always like pro- 
phecy, it is only fulfilled in the future ; or else 
it is a miracle—it only exists in the past. 
The actual things we wish for we may very 
likely get, but they always come too late or 
too soon. When the boy is in love, he tries 
to feel like a man; when the man is in love, 
he tries to feel like a boy; and both in vain.’ 

‘Ah,’ exclaimed Laurence, ‘I think very 
differently from that. I know,’ he said, turn- 
ing to Miss Merton, ‘that friendship and af- 
fection are things worth having; and if only 
pain and anxiety would leave me, I could 
enjoy the taste of happiness.’ 

‘Could you ?’ said Leslie. ‘When I look 
at what we are and what the world is, I can 
fancy no more melancholy spectacle than a 
happy man ; though I admit,’ he added as he 
moved slowly away, ‘that there is none more 
amusing than a man who tries to be melan- 
choly.’ 

‘Leslie is oddly changed,’ said Laurence, 
‘since I saw him last. J am distressed with 
life because I cannot find out its worth. /7e is 
indignant at it, it seems, because he thinks he 
has found out its worthlessness. And yet— 
I envy him his temperament. He never lets 
any melancholy subdue him. He can always 
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laugh it down in a moment; and he will 
trample bravely on any of his sentiments if 
he is on the road to anything he is proud of 
aiming at.’ 

Laurence was silent for a moment, and 
then said abruptly :— 

‘I dare say you think me very morbid ; but 
perhaps you can hardly realise the intense rest- 
less misery that a man endures when he can 
find nothing to do which he really feels worth 
doing. Could I only find some one thing— 
one great cause to labour for—one great idea 
—I could devote my whole self to it, and be 
happy: for labour, after all, is the only thing 
that never palls on a man. But such acause, 
such an idea—lI can find itnowhere. Politics 
have turned into a petty, weary game; rell- 
gion is dead. Our new prophets only offer us 
Humanity, in place of the God of which they 
have deprived us. And Humanity makes a 
very poor Deity, since it 1s every day disgrac- 
ing itself, and is never of the same mind from 
one week’s end to another. And so here I am 
utterly alone—friendless, and with nothing to 
help me; feeling that, were it not for the 
petty contemptible interests I manufacture 
for myself from day to day, life would be 
quite unbearable.’ 

‘And yet,’ said Miss Merton, ‘you have 


78 THE NEW REPUBLIC, 


much to make you happy—much that you 
would be sorry to lose.’ 

‘I have a certain position,’ said Laurence, 
‘and a certain amount of wealth, and I would 
not willingly lose anything of either of these; 
but that is not because, in my heart, I value 
them ; but because, if I lost them, I might in 
my heart cease to despise them.’ 

‘Surely,’ said Miss Merton, ‘there is a 
better way of looking at the matter. You 
came into the world with all your lower am- 
bitions satisfied for you. The ground there- 
fore is quite clear for the higher ambitions. 
That is why I think an aristocracy, as a rule, 
must always be the best governors of men, 
for their ambitions, as a rule, are the only 
genuine ones. Think, too, what an advantage 
mere wealthis. The highest labour will never 
produce money, but generally requires it.’ 

‘ That is just the difficulty,’ said Laurence. 
‘What shall I labour for? I am almost 
maddened sometimes, as I sit all the day idle, 
and seem to hear the hateful wasted moments 
slipping away from me. And I could do 
‘something, Iam sure. I feel I have powers.’ 

‘J think,’ said Miss Merton, ‘that all I 
should say to you is, find something to do. 
The power to find or make an object is, I 
' think, a great part of genius. However,’ she 
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said, with some sympathy in her voice, ‘if 
you are in difficulties, I am sure I wish I 
could help you.’ 

‘Well,’ said Laurence in a subdued voice, 
‘I’m sure I beg your pardon for my egoism. 
I never talked so long about myself in my 
whole life before ; and I promise never to do 
SO again.’ 

Leslie meanwhile had moved away 
towards Mrs. Sinclair, who, looking par- 
ticularly fascinating, was still commanding 
the attentions of Dr. Jenkinson. The Doctor 
was standing by her, all deferent gallantry, 
and, to Leslie’s surprise, was saying something 
to her about Sappho. 

‘And now,’ said Mrs. Sinclair, with a 
little appealing dainty-smile, ‘I want to ask 
you something about the Greek Anthology 
too. I cant read much Greek myself: 
but a gentleman who used to be rather 
kind to me, translated me a good deal of 
Greek poetry, once upon a time—when my 
husband,’ she said, with a little shrug of 
the shoulders, ‘used to go to sleep after his 
dinner.’ 

Dr. Jenkinson here glanced suspiciously 
at Mrs. Sinclair. 

‘Now, what I want you to tell me,’ she 
said, ‘is something about some littl—ahem 
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——little love-songs, I think they were—é€pwrur- 
something or other—I really can’t pronounce 
the name.’ 

The Doctor started. 

‘And, Dr. Jenkinson, please,’ Mrs. Sinclair 
went on in a voice of plaintive innocence, 
‘not to think me a terrible blue-stocking, 
because I ask you these questions; for I 
really hardly know any Greek myself—except 
perhaps a verse or two of the New Testa- 
ment; and that’s not very good Greek, I 
believe, is it? But the gentleman who 
translated so much to me, when he came to 
these little poems I speak of, was continually, 
though he was a very good scholar, quite 
unable to translate them. Now, why should 
that have been, I wanttoknow? Are Greek 
love-poems very hard ?’ 

‘Well,’ said the Doctor, stammering, yet 
re-assured by Mrs. Sinclair’s manner, ‘they 
were probably—your friend perhaps—well— 
they were a little obscure perhaps—much 
Greek is—or 

‘Corrupt?’ suggested Mrs. Sinclair 
naively. 

The word was a simple one: -but it 
sufficed to work a miracle on Dr. Jenkinson. 
For the first time in his life to a lady who 
united the two charms of beauty and fashion, 
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to both of which he was eminently susceptible, 
Dr. Jenkinson was rude. He turned abruptly 
away, and staring hard at the moon, not at 
Mrs. Sinclair, said simply, ‘I don’t know,’ 
with the most chilling intonation of which 
those words are capable. He then moved a 
pace away, and sat down on a chair close to 
Miss Merton. 

Mrs. Sinclair turned to Leslie, with a 
flash in her eyes of soft suppressed laughter. 

‘ How lovely the evening is!’ murmured 
Leslie, responding to the smile. 

‘Yes,’ said Mrs. Sinclair, looking out 
dreamily over the sea, ‘ it almcst realises 
one's idea of perfect beauty.’ 

‘Really, Mrs. Sinclair,’ said Leslie, ‘ you 
are certainly most Hellenic. First you talk 
of Sappho, now of Ideas of Beauty. Are 
you a Platonist ?’ 

‘Mr. Leslie, of course I am,’ said Mrs. 
Sinclair, somewhat misapprehending his 
meaning. ‘I never heard such an imperti- 
nent question. Platonism, however, is a very 
rare philosophy in these days, I’m afraid.’ 

‘Ah, and so you too think we are all of 
us very bad, do you ?’ said Leslie. ‘It may 
be so, of course; and yet men at least often 
generalise very hastily and very wrongly, I 
am sure. How often, for instance, do we 
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say that all wives nowadays are inconstant, 
simply because such are the only ones we 
remember, not because they are the only 
ones we know.’ 

This speech was quite in Mrs. Sinclair's 
own manner, and she looked at Leslie with a 
smile of appreciation half humorous and 
half sentimental. 

‘Ah,’ she began to say, in a voice that 
had just a touch of sadness in it, ‘if we could 
but all of us love only when we ought, and 
where we ought—’ But here she paused. 
Her voice died away, and she leaned her 
head upon her hand in silence. 

Leslie was going to have spoken; but he 
was suddenly arrested by the sound of Dr. 
Jenkinson, close beside him, talking to Miss 
Merton in a tone of unusual earnestness. 

‘IT don’t wonder, he was saying, ‘that 
you should feel in perplexity sometimes; 
whichever way we look at things there will 
be perplexities. But there is such a thing 
as goodness; and goodness in the end must 
triumph, and so in this large faith let us 
rest.’ 

‘And,’ said Donald Gordon in his soft 
deferential voice, which always sounded as if 
he was saying something deeply devotional, 
‘don’t you think it is a higher thing to be 
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good for good’s own sake than for God’s? 
and, whatever men may believe about having 
another life, and a beautiful heaven, with gold 
streets, and with jewelled fortifications, don’t 
you think that morality really is after all its 
own reward ?’ 

‘But what of those poor people,’ said 
Miss Merton, ‘ who cannot be moral—whom 
circumstances have kept from being ever 
anything but brutalised? I dare say,’ she 
said, turning to the Doctor, quite forgetting 
his sacred character, ‘that I shall hardly be 
able to make you understand such a notion 
as that of living for God’s glory. But still, if 
there be not a God for whose glory we can 
live, and who in his turn will not leave us all 
to ourselves, what then? Think of all those 
who, in spite of hard surroundings, have just 
had strength enough to struggle to be good, 
but to struggle only—whose whole moral 
being has been left writhing in the road of 
life, like an animal that a cart-wheel has gone 
over, just lifting its eyes up with a piteous 
appeal at us who will not help it 

Miss Merton looked at Dr. Jenkinson and 
paused. The moon shone tenderly on his 
silver hair, and his keen eyes had something 
very like moisture in them. 


‘Yes, he said; ‘these are great, great 
G2 
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difficulties. But there is another life in store 
for us—another life, anda God. And don't 
think that the world is growing to disbelieve 
in these. Remember how many intelligent 
laymen count themselves members of the 
Church of England, simply because they 
believe in these two doctrines.’ 

‘It has always been inexplicable to me,’ 
said Mr. Storks, who had been attracted by 
the sound of the Doctor’s voice, ‘ whence this 
longing for a future life could have arisen. 
I suppose there are few things the very 
possibility of which science so conclusively 
disproves.’ 

‘And yet,’ said Laurence, who had been 
speaking fora moment to Mrs. Sinclair, ‘1 
can’t help thinking at certain times that there 
may be a whole world of things undreamed 
of by our scientific philosophy. Such a feeling 
is touched by the sight of an ‘‘ Ora pro anima 
mea,” or a “ Resurgam,” on a quiet tombstone, 
or the sign of the cross made by a mother in 
hope and in sorrow on the forehead of her 
dead child.’ 

Miss Merton looked at Laurence with 
some wonder in her large expressive eyes, 
Mr. Storks snorted, and Dr. Jenkinson 
blinked. 

‘See, said Donald Gordon, ‘the moonlight 


BOOK I. CHAPTER IV. 85 


grows brighter and brighter every moment. 
It is almost bewildering in its dazzling pale- 
ness.’ 

‘And there,’ said Laurence, ‘do you catch 
it >—that is the light-ship on the horizon, like 
a large low star.’ 

Laurence seated himself on the balus- 
trade, and, leaning on his elbow, looked up 
into the clear hollow skies. 

‘World upon world,’ he exclaimed at last, 
‘and each one crowded, very likely, with 
beings like ourselves, wondering what this 
whole great universe is!’ 

‘And the vast majority of them believing 
in a wise and just God,’ said Leslie, ‘for I 
see no reason why ours should be the stupid- 
est world in all creation.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Laurence, ‘and in each world 
a small select band, that has pierced through 
such a husk of lies, and has discovered the 
all-golden truth, that the universe is aimless, 
and that for good and evil the end is all 
one. 

Dr. Jenkinson had a sensible horror of 
the stars: and as soon as they were men- 
tioned, he turned round in his chair, giving 
his back to the group, Miss Merton included; 
whilst Mr. Storks walked away, not without 


dignity. 
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‘Mrs, Sinclair is going to sing in a 
moment,’ said Laurence ; ‘some one is gone 
to fetch her guitar.’ 

‘Hush!’ exclaimed Miss Merton, ‘do 
just listen to this.’ 

‘Good gracious!’ said Laurence in a 
whisper, ‘Mr. Storks is at my aunt at 
last.’ 

Mr. Storks had been watching ever since 
dinner for an opportunity of discussing with 
Lady Grace the true position of woman, as 
settled by modern science. He was pecu- 
liarly full of this subject just now, having 
received only that morning a letter from a 
celebrated American physician, who stated 
very strongly as his opinion, that the strain 
of what is called the higher education was 
most prejudicial to the functions of maternity, 
and that the rights of woman might very 
probably be fatal to the existence of man. 
As soon as he got hold of Lady Grace, he 
led up to this point with startling rapidity ; 
having been perfectly charmed at starting to 
find that she fully agreed with him that the 
prejudices of the present day were doing 
more harm to woman’s true interests than 
anything else. 

‘It is a pleasure,’ said Mr. Storks, ‘to dis- 
cuss these matters with a person so thoroughly 
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enlightened as yourself. You will of course 
see from what Dr. Boston says how en- 
tirely suicidal is the scheme of turning woman 
into afemale man. Nature has marked out 
her mission for her plainly enough; and so 
our old friend Milton was right in his mean- 
ing after all, when he says that man is made 
for God, and woman for God through him, 
though of course the expression is anti- 
quated.’ 

‘Surely,’ said Lady Grace with anima- 
tion, ‘not only the expression is antiquated, 
but the meaning also is contrary to all true 
fairness and enlightment.’ 

‘I confess, I don’t see that,’ said Mr. 
Storks with a look of smiling deference. 

‘What!’ cried Lady Grace, ‘is it not con- 
trary to reason—let me put it to your own 
candour—for a man who knows that his 
wife, ages hence, will be a seraph singing be- 
fore the throne of God, to consider her only 
made for God through him—to consider her, 
indeed, as a thing made simply for her hus- 
band’s use ?’ 

This answer of Lady Grace’s took Mr. 
Storks quite aback. He knew not how to 
comport himself. His jaw fell—he stared— 
he said nothing. He felt as though he had 
been assassinated. But luckily at this very 
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moment, liquid and clear, and exquisitely 
modulated, were heard the sounds of Mrs. 
Sinclair's voice, singing the following 
song— 


Darling, can you endure the liquid weather, 
The jasmine-scented twitghts, oh my dear } 
Or do you still remember how together 
We read the sad sweet Idyll‘ Guinevere,’ 
Love, in one last year’s twilight ? 
Galeotto fu il libro, e chi lo scrisse.! 


Ah, the flowers smalt sweet, and all unhceding 
Did I read to you that tender tale, 
Oh my love, until my voice, in reading 
How those lovers grected ‘ passton-pale,’ 
Trembled in the soft turlight. 
Galeotto fu il libro, e chi lo scrisse. 


Then our eyes mct, and then all was ovcr— 
All the world receded cold and far ; 
And your lips were on my lips, my lover 5 
And above us shook a silver star, 
Through depths of melting twilight, 
Galeotto fu il libro, e chi Jo scrisse. 


Darling, no Fuly will ever find us 
On thts earth, together, more. Our fates 
Were but a moment cheated. Then, behind us 
Shrilled his voice for whom Cama? waits, 
Shattering our one sweet twilizht. 
Galeotto fu il libro, ¢ chi lo scrisse. 


1 Dante, Inferno, v. 137. ® Ibid. v. 107. 
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I shall know no more of summer weather, 
Nought uuill be for me of glad or fair, 
Tili I join my darling, and together 
We go for ever on the accursed atr,\ 
There in the dawnless twrlight. 
Galeotto fu il libro, e chi lo scrisse. 


‘What a lovely voice!’ said Laurence to 
Miss Merton. ‘I wonder how she will sound 
singing before the throne.’ 

‘She will be obliged to take lessons in a 
rather different style,’ said Miss Merton, 
unable to suppress a smile; and then she 
suddenly checked herself, and looked grave. 
‘Mrs. Sinclair has always interested me,’ she 
said. ‘I often come across her in London, 
but I hardly know her.’ 

‘Mr. Laurence,’ said Mrs. Sinclair, ‘you 
must now make Mr. Leslie sing, for I discover 
that he can play the guitar too.’ 

Leslie was of course pressed, and with 
some reluctance consented. 

‘IT suppose,’ he said, ‘we are all of us 
more or less moon-struck to-night, so I had 
best sing the silliest thing I know; and as I 
don't think anything can be sillier than a song 
I once wrote myself, I will sing that.’ 

He touched a few chords carelessly, and 
yet with the manner of a practised player; 


1 Dante, Inferno, v. 31. 
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paused for a moment, and then again striking 
the instrument began to sing. He was 
watched at first with merely a languid 
curiosity; and Miss Prattle whispered to 
Lady Ambrose that his attitude was very 
affected; but curiosity and criticism were both 
lost in surprise at the first sound of his rich 
and flexible voice, and still more so at the 
real passion which he breathed into the 
following words, rude and artless as they 
were :— 


Oh, her cheek, her check was pale, 
Her voice was hardly musical, 
But your proud grey eyes grew tendcr, 
Child, when mine they met, 
With a piteous self-surrendcr, 
Margaret. 


Child, what have I done to thee? 
Child, what hast thou done to me? 
LTow you froze me with your tone 
That last day we met } 
Your sad eyes then were cold as stone, 
Margaret. 


Oh, it all now seems to me 
A far-off weary mystery / 
Yet—and yet, her last sad frown 
Awes me still, and yett— 
Ln vain I laugh your memory down, 
Margaret. 


Leslie received loud thanks from many 
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voices, especially from Lady Ambrose. 
Some, however, were almost silent from 
surprise at the feeling, which he seemed quite 
unconsciously to have betrayed. Mrs. Sinclair 
held out her hand to him, when no one was 
looking, and said quietly, ‘Thank you so 
much, I can’t tell you how I like your song.’ 

‘Well,’ said Laurence, as the party moved 
indoors into the lighted drawing-room, ‘we 
have been all of us very sentimental to-night, 
and if we can’t get better now, I hope we 
shall sleep it off, and wake up well and sane 
to-morrow morning.’ 

This being Saturday night, there sprang up 
some vague mention of church. The nearest 
church however was some miles distant, and 
a rumour arose amongst the guests that Dr. 
Jenkinson would perform the service and 
preach a sermon in the private chapel. 
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BOOK 17. 


CHAPTER I. 


the following morning Lady 
Ambrose awoke somewhat out 
of spirits. Last night, whilst her 
maid was brushing her hair, she had 
pondered deeply over much that she had heard 
during the evening ; and her thoughts having 
been once started in such a direction, the 
conviction quickly dawned upon her that the 
world was indeed becoming very bad, and that 
society was on the point of dissolution. This 
was quite a new view of things to her, and it 
had all the charm of novelty. Still, however, 
she would probably have found by the morn- 
ing that she had successfully slept it off, if the 
post had not failed to bring her an invitation 
to the Duchess of 's garden-party at 
House, which she was expecting with 
some anxiety. As it was, therefore, her 
spirits failed to recover themselves, and 
whilst she was being dressed her thoughts 
wandered wistfully away to the promised 
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morning service inthe chapel. At breakfast, 
however, another blow awaited her. How 
a private chapel had come to be mentioned 
last evening was not clear. Certainly there 
was no such appendage to Laurence’s villa, 
and the susceptibilities of Lady Ambrose 
received a severe shock, as she learnt that the 
ministrations of Dr. Jenkinson, the comfort of 
which she was looking forward to, were to 
take place in the theatre which adjoined the 
house. She bore up, however, like a brave 
woman, and resolving that nothing, on her part 
at least, should be wanting, she appeared 
shortly before eleven o'clock, in full Sunday 
costume, with her bonnet, and her books of 
devotion. ; 

Mrs. Sinclair looked at her in dismay. 
‘I had thought,’ she said plaintively to 
Laurence, ‘that, as this was only a morning 
performance, I need not make a toilette. 
And as for a prayer-book, why, dear Mr, 
Laurence, I have not had one since I was 
confirmed.’ 

‘Not when you were married?’ said 
Leslie. 

‘Perhaps,’ said Mrs. Sinclair pensively, 
‘but I have forgotten all about that now.’ 

At this moment the gong sounded, and 
the whole party, Lady Ambrose and her 





94 THE NEW REPUBLIC. 


bonnet amongst them, adjourned to the place 
of worship, which was connected with the 
house by a long corridor. 

When the party entered they found them- 
selves in a complete miniature theatre, with 
the gas, as there were no windows, fully 
burning. Ithad been arranged beforehand that 
the guests should occupy the boxes, the gallery 
being appropriated to the servants, whilst 
the stalls were to remain completely empty. 
The congregation entered with great decorum 
and gradually settled themselves in their 
places with a subdued whispering. Lady 
Ambrose buried her face in her hands for a 
few moments, and several of the younger 
ladies followed her example. Everyone 
then looked about them silently, in suspense 
and expectation. The scene that met their 
eyes was certainly not devotional. The 
whole little semicircle glittered with heavy 
gilding and with hangings of crimson satin, 
and against these the stucco limbs of a 
number of gods and goddesses gleamed pale 
and prominent. The gallery rested on the 
heads of nine scantily-draped Muses, who, 
had they been two less in number, might have 
passed for the seven deadly sins ; round the 
frieze in high relief reeled a long procession 
of Fauns and Bacchanals ; and half the harem 
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of Olympus sprawled and floated on the azure 
ceiling. Nor was this all. The curtain was 
down, and, brilliantly illuminated as it was, 
displayed before the eyes of the congregation 
Faust on the Brocken, with a long plume, 
dancing with the young witch, who could 
boast of no costume at all. The scene was 
so strange that everyone forgot to whisper or 
even tosmile. There was a complete silence, 
and the eyes of all were soon fixed upon the 
curtain in wonder and expectation. 

Presently a sound was heard. A door 
opened, and Dr. Jenkinson, in his ordinary 
dress, entered the stalls. He looked delibe- 
rately round him for a moment, as though he 
were taking stock of those present; then, 
selecting the central stall as a kind of fvze- 
diew, he knelt down facing his congrega- 
tion, and after a moment’s pause began to 
read the service in a simple, earnest voice. 
Lady Ambrose, however, though she knew 
her prayer-book as well as most women, coul 1 
not for the life of her find the place. ‘The 
reason was not far to seek. The Doctor was 
opening the proceedings with the following 
passage from the Koran, which he had once 
designed to use in Westminster Abbey as 
the text of a missionary sermon. 

‘Be constant in prayer,’ he began, in a 
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voice tremulous with emotion, ‘and give alms: 
and what good ye have sent before for your 
souls, ye shall find it with God. Surely God 
seeth that which ye do. They say, Verily 
none shall see Paradise except they be Jews 
or Christians. This is their wish. Say ye, 
Produce your proof of this if ye speak truth. 
Nay, but he who resigneth himself to God, 
and doeth that which is right, he shall have 
his reward with his Lord; thcre shall come 
no fear on them, neither shall they be 
grieved,’ 

Dr. Jenkinson then went on to the Con- 
fession, the Absolution, and a number of. 
other selections from the English morning 
service, omitting, however, the creed, and 
concluded the whole with a short prayer of 
St. Francis Xavier's. 

But it was discovered that his voice, un- 
less he made an effort, was unhappily only 
partly audible from the position which he 
occupied; and Laurence, as soon as the 
Liturgy was over, went softly up to him to ap- 
prise him of the fact. Dr. Jenkinson was very 
grateful for being thus told in time. It was 
fortunate, he said, that the prayers only, had 
been missed ; the question was, where should 
he go for the sermon. Laurence in a diffi- 


1 Koran, chap, ii. Sale’s Translation. 
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dent manner proposed the stage; but the 
Doctor accepted the proposal with great 
alacrity, and Laurence went immediately out 
with him to conduct him to his new pulpit. 
In a few moments the curtain was observed to 
twitch and tremble ; two or three abortive pulls 
were evidently being made; and at last Faust 
and the young witch rapidly rolled up, and 
discovered first the feet and legs, and then 
the entire person of Doctor Jenkinson, stand- 
ing in the middle of a gorge in the Indian 
Caucasus—the remains of a presentation of 
Prometheus Bound which had taken place last 
February. 

The Doctor was not a man to be abashed 

by incongruities. He looked about him for 
‘a moment: he slightly raised his eyebrows, 
and then, without the least discomposure, and 
in a clear incisive voice, began :— 

‘In the tenth verse of the hundred and 
eleventh Psalm, it is said, “‘ The fear of the 
Lord is the Leginning of wisdom.” ‘The fear 
of the Lord,’ he again repeated, more slowly, 
and with more emphasis, surveying the 
theatre as he spoke, ‘is the beginning of 
wisdom.’ 

He then made a long pause, looking down 
at his feet, as if, although he held his sermon- 
book in his hand, he were considering how to 

H 


e 


98 THE NEW REPUBLIC. 


begin. As he stood there silent, the footlights 
shining brightly on his silver hair, Lady 
Ambrose had full time to verify the text in 
her prayer-book. At last the Doctor sud- 
denly raised his head, and with a gentle 
smile of benignity playing on his lips, shook 
open his manuscript, and thus proceeded :— 
‘The main difficulty that occupied the early 
Greck Philosophers, as soon as philosophy in 
tts prober sense can be said to have begun, was 
the great dualism that seemed to run through 
all things. Matter and mnund, the presence of 
amperfection, and the rdea of perfection, or the 
unity and plurality of being, were amongst the 
various forms in which the two contradictory 
elements of things were presented to them, 
as demanding reconcilement or explanation, 
Theis manner of viewing things comes to a 
head, so to spcak, amongst the ancients, in the 
system of Plato. With him the sensible and 
the intelligible worlds stand separated by a 
great gulf, the one containing all good, the 
other of ztself only evil, until we recognise its 
velatzon to the good, and see that zt 1s only a 
shadow and a type of wt. The world of real 
existence 1s something outside, and virtually 
unconnected with, this world of mere phe- 
nomena; and the Platonic prayer 1s that we 
should be taken out of the world, rather thait, 
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as Christ says, with a fuller wisdom, that we 
should be delivered from the evil. 

‘Plato had, however, by thus dwelling on 
this antagonism in things, paved the way for 
a reconciliatzon—some say he even himself began 
it. Atany rate, it was through him that it 
was nearly, tf not gute, accomplished by his 
disceple Aristotle. Arzstotle first systematised 
the great principle of evolution, and trans- 
formed what had appeared to former thinkers 
as the dualism of mind and matter into a single 
scale of ascending existences. Thus what 
Plato had conceived of as two worlds, were now 
presented as opposite poles of the same. The 
mpatn vd», the world “ without form and void,” 
veceiving form, at length culminated in the 
soul of man; and in the soul of man sensation 
at length culminated in pure thought? A 
slight cough here escaped from Mrs. Sinclair. 
‘You will perhaps think, the Doctor went on, 
‘that a sermon is not the place in which to 
discuss such differences of secular opinion ; or 
you will perhaps think that such differences 
are of no very great moment, Butif you look 
under the surface, and at the inner meaning of 
them, you will find that they bear upon ques- 
tions which are, or ought to be, of the very 
highest moment to each of us—questions in- 


deed,’ the Doctor added, suddenly lowering his 
H2 
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manuscript for a moment, and looking sharply 
found at his audience, ‘ which we all of us here 
have very lately—very lately indeed—ewther 
discussed ourselves, or heard discussed by others.’ 
This produced an immediate sensation, es- 
pecially amongst the feminine part of the 
listeners, to whom the discourse thus far had 
seemed strange, rather than significant. ‘ Zhe 
guestion, the Doctor continued, ‘zs one of the 
relations of the spiritual to the naturat ; and 
the opposition between the views of these two 
ancient philosophers zs by no means obsolete in 
our own century. There zs even now far too 
prevalent a tendency to look upon the spiritual 
as something transcending and completely 
separate from the natural ; and there ts in the 
minds of many well-meaning and earnest 
persons a sort of alarm felt at any attenpt to 
bring the two into connection. This feeling 
zs experienced not by Christians only, but by a 
large number of their opponents. Therets, for 
instance, no doctrine more often selected for 
attack by those who oppose Christianity upon 
moral grounds, than that of which my text is 
an expression, [ mean the doctrine of a morality 
enforced by rewards and punishments. Such 
morality, we hear wt continually urged by men 
who set themselves up as advanced thinkers, zs 
no moraltty at all, No action can be goog, 
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they tell us, that does not spring from the love 
of good. Virtue ts no longer virtue of it 
springs from fear. The very essence of wt ts 
to spring from freedom. Now, these argu- 
ments, though spectous at the first blush of the 
thing, are really, of we look them honestly in 
the face, to the utmost shallow and unphiloso- 
phical. They are really but so many denials 
of the great doctrine of evolutcon—so many at- 
tempts to set up again that absolute antagonism 
between good and evil which rt has been the arm 
of all the higher thinkers, and of Christ him- 
self, todo away with. Tf, then, these modern 
critics of Christtanztty come to us with such 
objections, let us not try to disgutse the truth 
that the morality of our religion ts based on 
fear. Letus rather boldly avow this, and try 
to point out to them that rt rs they, and not the 
Psalmist, that are out of harmony with modern 
thought. For what ts tt that the sacred Scrip- 
ture says? “The fear of the Lord ts the 
beginning of wisdom.” The beginning, you 
will please to observe—the beginning only. It 
2s not perfect wisdom, tt 1s not perfect virtue ; 
but 2t 2s the beginning of both of these. Lt ts, 
af IT may be allowed the expression, the moral 
protoplasm—tt ts that out of which they are 
both evolved. Ltt, as Aristotle would call tt, 
their potentiality. The actuality zs different 
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Srom the potentiality ; for perfect love,” as St. 

F ohn says, “ casteth out fear.” Putting toge- 
ther, then, the ideas of these two good men, St. 
Sohn and Aristotle, we may say that the love 
of God—that 7s, true wisdom—is the actuality 
of the fear of Him. 

‘This account of the origin of the true 
wesdom may not, indeed, be applicable to each 
wndividual case. Some persons’—the Doctor's 
voice here grew very soft, and seemed as 
though it would almost break with feeling— 
‘some persons may have been so fortunate as 
to have received the truest wisdom into their 
hearts by education, almost with their mother's 
milk. But there are those not so fortunate, 
who may have needed the discepline of a godly 
fear to lead themupwards frou a “wallowing 
wm the sensual sty” towards the higher life. 
And just as this ts true of many of us indive- 
dually, so wt ts still more deeply true of the 
human vaceasa whole. All study of history, 
and of soctal scrence, and of philosophy, ts teach- 
eng this to us every day with increasing clear- 
mess. The human race, as soon as wt became 
human, feared God before rt loved Him. Its 
fear, as the Scripture puts rt, was the beginning 
of tts wesdom ; or as modern thought has put 
at, en slightly different words, the love of 
sustice sprang out of the fear of suffering in- 
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justice. Thus the end ts different from the 
beginning, and yet springs out of tt. Ethics, 
as tt has been well said, are the finest frutts 
of humanity, but they are not tts roots. Our 
veverence for truth, all our sacred family tres, 
and the purest and most exalted forms of matrt- 
neontal attachment, have each thew vespecteve 
origins tn self-enterest, self-preservation, and 
animal appetite. 

‘ There ts, [ admit, in this truth something 
that may at first sight repel us, and perhaps 
even prompt some of us to deny indignantly 
that wt 2s a truth atall. But this ts really a 
cowardly and unworthy feeling, fatal to any 
true comprehension of God's dealings with 
man, and arising frone a guite mistaken con- 
ception of our own dignity, and our own con- 
nection with God. It zs some such mistuken 
conception as this that sets so many of us 
against the discoveries of modern science as to 
the origin of our own species, and, what ts far 
worse, prompts us to oppose such adiscovertes 
weth deshonest objections. How zs wt possible, 
some of us ask, that man with his sublime con- 
ccptions of duty and of God, and his fine ap- 
paratus of reason, and so forth, should be pro- 
duced by any process of evolution from a beastly 
and trrational ape? But toask such questions 
as these rs veally to call in question the power 
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of God, and so to do Him dishonour. It ts 
true that we cannot trace out, as yet, all the 
steps of this wonderful evolution; but let us 
not be found, like doubting Thomas, resolved 
not to believe until we have actually seen. And 
yet, tf our farth does indeed require strengthen- 
ang, we have only to look a little more attentively 
at the commonest facts before us. Forts it not, 
let me ask you—to take, for instance,a man's 
sublime faculty of reasoning and logical con- 
prehension—far more wonder ful that a reason- 
ing man should have the same parents as a 
woman, than that they both should have the 
same parents as a monkey? Science and re- 
ligion both alike teach us that with God all 
things are possible. 

‘LT just touch in passing upon this doctrine 
that we popularly call Darwinism, because it 
as the most familiar example to us of the doc- 
trine of evolution. But the point which [am 
weshing to emphasize 1s not the outward evolu- 
tion of man, but the inward, of which, however, 
the former 1s an image and a likeness. This 
theory of moral evolution, [ wish to point out 
to you, 1s altke the Christian and the scientific 
theory; and I thus wish you to see that the 
very points in which science seems most opposed 
to Christianity ave really those in which it 
most fundamentally agrees with wt. I will 
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therefore just ask you to notice how foolish and 
short-sighted those persons are who think that 
a great result ts lessened tf rt can be proved to 
have had small beginnings. Is a state less 
truly a state because we know that tt has sprung 
out of the germ of the family? Surely not. 
Nether ts man less truly man tf he have sprung 
rom an ape; nor ts love less truly love if tt 
has sprung from fear. 

And so now, since we have seen how science 
and Christranity ave at one as to the rise of the 
moral sentiments, I will pass on to a wider 
pownt, the character and the history of Christe- 
anwty eself, both of which have been misunder- 
stood and musinterpreted for at least eighteen 
hundred years; and when If have pointed out 
how this great subject ws being now explained 
by the methods of modern science, I will pass 
on to an issue that 1s wider yet. 

‘The world has hitherto facled to under- 
stand Christianity, because uw studied it upon 
a false method—a method based upon that old 
dualistic theory of things of which I have 
already spoken. Fust as Plato looked upon 
mind as entirely distinct from matter, so used 
Christians to look upon things sacred as en- 
tively distinct from things secular. But now 
this middie wall of partition ws being broken 
down by science, and by scientific criticism, and 
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by a wider view of things in general. The 
primary way in which all this has affected 
Christianity, 1s by the new spirit in which tt 
has led us to study the Bible. We used to 
look upon the Bible as a book standing apart 
by ttself, and to be interpreted by a peculiar 
canon of criticism. But we have now learnt 
that et ts to be studied just lke all other books ; 
and we are now for the first time coming to 
understand what, in tts true grandeur, a veal 
revelation ts. We are learning, in fact, that 
Just as no single scripture “ts of any private 
enterpretation ;’’ still less cs the entire body of 
the Scriptures. They’, too, must be interpreted 
by therr context, We must inquire into their 
ovigin; we must ask diligently under what 
cercumstances they were written and edzted, 
and for what ends. Nor must we ever again 
Jall into such quaint and simple mistakes as 
did commentators lke Origen, or Augustine, 
or Lertullan, or even Paul himself, whose dis- 
covertes of Messtani prophecies in writings 
like the Psalms for instance, are really much 
the same as would bea discovery on our part in 
Mr. Tennyson's line on the death of the Duke of 
Wellington, “The last great Englishman ts 
low,” a prophecy of the late Chancellor of the 
Exchequer. But to understand the meaning 
of any text, we must try to see what, from 
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his position and education, the writer could 
have meant by wt ; not what this or that Father, 
living long afterwards, fancied that he meant. 
Our motto in religion, as in science, should be, 
“ Vere scirve est per causas scire.” 

‘Tf we study Christianity reverently and 
carefully upon these principles, we shall see 
that 1t was not a thing that sprang up, as we 
used to fancy, without any human antecedcnts, 
but that rts roots reach back with many ramifi- 
cations into the western and oriental thought 
of preceding centuries. We shall see how tt 
absorbed into rtself all that was highest in 
flebraistic Theism and in Flellentc thought— 
something too, let us admit, of the faclings of 
both. I cannot here cnter into any of the 
details of this, what may be truly termed pre- 
Christian Christianity. I can only briefly 
point out rts extstence, and its double origin, 
commenting on these by the following few lines 
Jroma great German writer, “ The yearning 
after a higher revelation,” he tells us, “was the 
universal characteristic of the last centuries 
of the ancient world. This was in the first 
place but a consciousness of the decline of the 
classical nations and their culture, and the 
presentiment of the approach of a new era; 
and tt called into life not only Christianity, 
but also, and before wt, Pagan and Fewrsh 
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Alexandrianism, and other related develop- 
ments.” 

‘This, then, ts the great point to be borne 
in mind—viz. that God had been preparing the 
way for the coming of Christ long before he 
sent “ Elias, which was for to be.” Nether 
Fohn Baptist, no, nor One greater than F ohn, 
was left by God (as the children of Israel were 
left by Pharaoh) to gather straw himself to 
make bricks. Thematerials were all prepared 
ready to thar hands by their Heavenly Father. 
And so, let us be especially and prayerfully on 
our guard against considering Christianity as 
having come into the world at once, ready-made, 
so to speak, by our Saviour, as a body of theo- 
logical doctrines. Any honest study of history 
well show us that the Apostles received no such 
system ; that our Lord Himself never made 
any claim to the various characters with which 
subsequent thought invested Flim; and that to 
attribute such claims to Flim would be an an- 
achronism, of which He would Himself have 
scarcely understood the meaning. If we only 
clear our eyes of any false theological glamour, 
a very slight study of the inspired writers will 
at once show us this. We shall see how un- 
certain and shifting at first everything was. 
We shall see what a variety of confitcting 
opinions the early Church entertained even 
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abon the most fundamental subjects—such, for 
enstance, as the rdentity of the God of the Old 
Testament with the God of the New, which 
was denied by a large number of the early 
Christians: we shall see how widely divergent 
were the systems of Fewtsh and Pauline 
Christianity, and how adtscrepant and ten- 
tative are the accounts given by St. Paul and 
by the author of the Fourth Gospel of the 
mystical nature of Christ, whom they tried to 
edentify wth different mysterious potencies 
supposed by the Fewrsh-Alexandrian philoso- 
phers to be coexistent with God. And tf we 
pursue the history of the Church a little farther, 
we shall find many more things to startle us. 
We shall find, for instance, the most renowned 
apologist of early Catholic times, a materialist, 
holding the materiality not of the soul of man 
only, but of God also. “ Nihil entm”—these 
are this father's words—“ st non corpus. Omne 
quod est, corpus est. Thus we see, said the 
Doctor cheerfully, looking round him with a 
smile of benignant triumph, and blinking with 
his eyes, ‘ that difference of opinion about the 
dogmas of religion ts nothing new. It existed 
on the Fewish Church; the phenomenon was 
only prolonged by Christianity. Later 
Fudaism and primitive Christianity were both 
made up of a variety of systems, all honestly 
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and boldly thought out, differing widely from 
each other, and called by the honourable appella- 
tion of heresies: and of these, let me remind 
you, tt zs the glory of the Church of England 
lo be comtposed likewise. 

‘Nor ts this all” he went on ina softer 
and more appealing tone; ‘ot only are 
all these things so confused and doubtful; 
but we now see that, in the face of recent crite- 
cusm, we cannot even be quite sure about any of 
the detazls of the divine life of our Lord. But 
in all this’—the Doctor's voice here became 
still more aérial, and he fixed his eyes upon 
the painted ceiling of the theatre, as though 
he were gazing on some glorious vision—‘ zz 
all thes there ts nothing to discompose us. We 
can be quite sure that Fle lwed, and that He 
went about doing good, and that in him we have, 
on the highest sense, everlasting life. 

‘Let us then no longer fight against the 
conclusions of scrence and of criticism, but 
vather see in them the hand of God driving us, 
" even against our will, away from beliefs and 
teachings that are not really those of Fs son. 
If we do not do this—zf we persist in wdentefy- 
ing the false Christianity with the true—the 
Jalse, when it ts at last plucked rudely away 
Jrom us, as tt must be, will carry away a part 
of the true with it, And as long as we are in 
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this state of mind, we are never for a moment 
safe. Wecan never opena philologual review, 
or hear of a scientific experiment, wethout 
trembling. Weatness the discussions now en- 
gaging so much public attention on the sub- 
ject of animal automatism, and the marvellous 
results which experiments on living subjects 
have of late days revealed tous; a frog with 
half a brain having destroyed more theology 
than all the doctors of the Church with ther 
whole brains can ever build up again. Thus 
does God choose the “‘ weak things of this world 
to confound the wise.” Seeing, then, that thes 
1s the state of the case, we should surely learn 
henceforth not to tdentify Christianity with 
anything that scicuce can assatl, or even ques- 
tion. Let us say vather that nothing ts or can 
be essential to the religion of Christ which, 
when once stated, can be denied without 
absuraiwty. If we can only attain to thts con- 
ception, we shall sce truly that this our faith ts 
andecad one “ that no man taketh away from us. 
‘Tf we be thus once ‘‘stablished in the 
fatth, all human history, and the history of 
Christianity especially, will assume for us a@ 
new sacredness and a new significance. We 
shall recognise gladly its long struggles of 
growth, and us strugeles for existence, and see 
how in all these were at work the great prin- 
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ciples of evolution. We shall see how Christian 
perfection emerged gradually out of wmper- 
Jectuon—nay, that tt was only through imper- 
fection that this perfection was possible. For 
although, as we now know, all the various 
theological systems that have sprung up about 
Christianity, and have been so long current, 
are not Christianity, are most of them, indeed, 
not even sense—yet it was through these that 
true Christianity made its way, and extended 
atself in a corrupt and zgnorant world. For 
the world has been given from age to age just 
so much of the truth as wt has been able to bear, 
and wt ts only, let us remember, from receiving 
at tempered in this wise proportion, that wt has 
been able to receive wt at all. But these times 
of the world’s probation are now passing away. 
It 1s now at length ceasing to be under “ tutors 
and governors ;” wt ts learning to “put away 
childish things.” Its coming to a sense that 
it 1s now fitted to receive Christ's truth pure, 
and without any admixture or wrappage of 
falsehood. And so, as tt looks back over all the 
various opinions once so fiercely agitated about 
veligion, wt recognises in all of them a common 
element of good, and ut sees that all theologzans 
and all sects have really agreed with one 
another, and been meaning the same thing, 
even when they least suspected or wished tt, 
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Nor ts it, as modern study ts showing us, 
varieties of Christianity only that this deeper 
unity underlies, but all other religions also. 
It has been well observed by a great Roman 
Catholic writer now living, that whenever any 
great saintliness of life is to be observed 
amongst infidels and heretics, wt 1s always 
Sound to be due to the presence of certatn beliefs 
and rules which belong to the Catholics. And 
an like manner, we may say too, that whenever 
any great saintliness af life zs to be observed 
amongst Catholics, zt 7s due to the presence of 
certain beliefs and rules that belong to the 
anfidels and the heretics—and indeed to all 
good men, no matter what ther religion ts. 

‘ Such ave the views that all the most en- 
lightened men of our own day ave coming to. 
But the process ts gradual; and meanwhile let 
ws not rebuke our weaker brethren, tf for the 
present “they follow not after us;” let us 
rather bear with them, and make all allowance 
jor them; for we must remember, as I have 
said before, that those evils to which they stellt 
cling, but from whith we, under God's mercy, 
are trying to free ourselves, have done good 
service in their time; and that even such 
doctrines as those of eternal punishment, or of 
sacerdotal absolution, or the subtleties of sacra- 
mental systems, or the mystical paradoxes of 
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the Athanasian Creed, have assisted in the 
evolution of the good—have been, in some sense, 
“ schoolmasters to bring men to God.” And 
even tf we ado occasionally come across some 
encident in the history of our veligion—some 
doctrine or body of doctrines, which seems, 
humanly speaking, to subserve no good end at 
all—_such as our own Thirty-nine Articles— 
let us not suffer such to try our faith, but let 
us trust in God, beheving that in Hs secret 
councils He has found some fitting use even for 
these; because we know how many things there 
are, in every branch of inquiry, that we cannot 
explain, and yet we know that nothing happens 
but by those tmmutable and eternal laws which 
our Fleavenly Father has Himself ordained, 
and of which He ts Himself the highest 
synthests. 

‘And now, said the Doctor, with a fresh 
briskness in his voice, ‘Z shall pass on to that 
wider point to which I have already alluded, 
which ts indeed that which I wish chiefly to 
empress upon you, and to which all that I have 
hitherto said has been preparatory. We have 
come to see how genuine Christianity has been 
enabled to grow and extend itself only through 
an admixture of what we now recognise as evil. 
And seeing this, we shall be led on to a con- 
clusion that +s much wider. It has been said 
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that it is the part of the devil to see in good the 
germs of evil. Is tt not also the part of the 
devil not to recognise in evil the germs of good ? 
May we not tndeed say with St. Augustine, 
that absolute evil ts tmpossible, because, tf we 
look at tt rightly, it 1s always rising up into 
good? And so, may we not recognise in 
all things the presence and the providence of 
God ? 

‘ Perhaps this view may at first sight seem 
difficult. Some of us may find that we have a 
certain amount of pride to swallow before we 
can cheerfully acquiesce in wt. Lt ts not an 
' uncommon thing to find persons who secretly 
fiatter their vanity by chertshing a gloomy view 
of the world and of mankind. But tf we can 
only get free from these littlenesses, and attain 
to that view which I have indicated, tt will en- 
large and ameliorate our own philosophy of 
things, and bring life and trust to us, in the 
place of doubt and despondency. Evil will 
then appear to us simply as undeveloped good 
—as something whith we may acgutesce in 
without complaining—as something that has 
assisted in the development of whatever ts 
_ good in the present,and which will etself one 
day become good in the future. Indeed et ts 
not too much to say that all things, in acertain 
sense, existed first in the form of evil. It was 
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not till after the Spirit of God had worked on 
the primeval matter that God pronounced the 
world to be ‘very good.” 

‘And so, tf we consider the subject thus, 
we shall learn to put a stop to all those fretful 
watlings over the badness of our own times of 
which we hear so much—watlings over the un- 
belief of our neighbours, the corruption of 
society, the misery of the poor, the luxury of 
the rich, or the decline of commercial morality. 
The present vs an age of change, and ts there- 
Sore at every turn presenting to us some new 
feature. But tf these come to us in the 
apparent guise of evils, let us not uselessly 
bemoan them; but let us believe that they are, 
even tf we cannot see that wt wis so, but the 
beginnings, the embryos of new good. Indeed, 
by the eye of fartth, even in the present day, 
may be discerned the beautiful spectacle of good 
actually shining through evil, May we not, 
Jor instance, discern the well-being of the rich 
through the misery of the poor? and again, 
the honest industry of the poor through the 
tdleness of the rich ? 

‘I, then, these things be so, surely we may 
look on unmoved at the great changes and com- 
motions that are going on around us, and the 
new forms that society, and thought, and 
politics are assuming, even although for the 
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moment they may appear threatening. And 
af in this great storm our Master have fallen 
asleep, and no longer speak audibly to us, let 
us not be of little farth and fearful, and try to 
awaken Him with our foolish clamours ; but 
let us trust all to Him, and follow Hts ex- 
ample. For really, tf we do but trust in God, 
there 1s no ground for fear, but “all things 
work together for good to him that believeth.” 
And, however the matter may strike us at first 
sight, the times we live in ave really the times 
that are best fitted for us ; and we shall see, if 
we will but think soberly, that we could not, as 
a whole, alter anything in them for the better. 
I do not mean that we have not each of us his 
own work marked out for him to do; but all 
this work zs strictly tn velateon to things as 
they are. God has given to us the general 
conditions under which we are to serve Hinz, 
and these ave the best and indeed the only con- 
dittons for us. Doubtless, of we each do the 
duty that les before us, these conditions will be 
slowly and insensibly changed by us; but we 
shall ourselves change also, as well as the con- 
ditions ; what I mean ts, that supposing by a 
sudden act of will we could do what we pleased 
with the conditions of the age, we, being as we 
are, should not be really able to make the age 
hetter. We should not be really able to make 
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it different. Any Utopia we might imagine 
would, tf wt were a thinkable one, be only our 
own age in a masquerading dress. For we 
cannot escape from our age, or add, except ina 
very small degree, anything that ts really new 
toit. Nor need we wish to do so. Our age 
ws for us the best age possible. We are its 
children, and it ts our only true parent. But 
though we cannot alter our time at a stroke, so 
to speak, no, not even in imagination, we can 
alt of us help to do so little by little, of we do 
cheerfully the dutics that are set before us, 
And tf we do this, which 1s what Christ bids 
us to do, then 1s Christ made manzfest in us, 
and lives in the hearts of every one of us ; and 
ina far higher sense than any mere physial 
one, He zs risen from the dead. Andif Hebe 
not so risen in and for us, then are we indeed, 
as the Apostle says, “of all men most miser- 
able.” 

‘Let us therefore, with a large hope for 
the future, and a cheerful contentment with 
the present, be willing to leave the world in the 
hands of God, knowing that He has given us 
what conaitions and what circumstances are 
best for us. Let us see all things in God, and 
let us becometn Flim, as Plato says, “spectators 
of all time, and of all existence.” And thus, 
wm spite of the difficultees presented to us by 
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“all the evil that ts done under the sun,” we 
Shall perceive that all things will, nay must, 
come right in God’s own time; and the 
apparent dualism of good and evil at last 
become a glorious unity of good. But let us 
vemember also that “the Kingdom of God 
cometh not with observation ;” and I would 
conclude my sermon with certain memorable 
words spoken by Christ Flineself, though un- 
fortunately not to be found in the Gospels, but 
preserved to us by Clement of Alexandria. 
“ The Lord,” Clement tells us, “ being asked 
when Fes kingdom should come, said, When 
two shall be one, and that which ts without as 
that which 1s within, and the male with the 
Jemale—neither male nor female.” 

‘ And now ‘(at the sound of this 
word the whole congregation rose automatic- 
ally to their feet), ‘I will ask you,’ the Doctor 
went on after a pause, ‘ to conclude this morn- 
ing’s service by doing what I trust I have 
shown that all here may sincerely and honestly 
do. I mean, I will ask you to recite after me 
the Apostles’ Creed.’ 

This appeal took the whole congregation 
quite aback. But there was no time for won- 
der. Dr. Jenkinson at once began; nor was 
his voice the only sound in the theatre. Lady 
Ambrose, pleased, after all that she had heard 
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the night previous, to make public profession 
of her faith, especially in a place where it could 
not be called in question, followed the Doctor 
audibly and promptly ; Miss Prattle followed 
Lady Ambrose; Lady Violet Gresham, who 
was busy with one of her sleeve-links, followed 
Miss Prattle ; Lady Grace, from quite another 
part of the house, followed Dr. Jenkinson on 
her own account; Mr. Stockton repeated the 
first clause in a loud voice, and then relapsed 
into marked silence; Mr. Luke only opened 
his lips to sigh out audibly in the middlea 
disconsolate ‘ Heigh ho!’ Mr. Storks blew his 
nose with singular vigour through the whole 
proceeding; Mrs. Sinclair, just towards the 
end, tapped Leslie’s arm gently with her fan, 
and said to him in a whisper, ‘ Do you really 
believe all this ?’ 

When all was over, when the Doctor had 
solemnly pronounced the last ‘ Amen,’ he 
looked about him nervously for a moment, as 
if the question of how to retire becomingly 
suddenly dawned upon him. Luckily he 
perceived almost directly a servant standing 
in readiness by the curtain. The Dactor 
frowned slightly at the man; made a slightly 
impatient gesture at him; and Faust and 
the young witch again covered the preacher 
from the eyes of his congregation. 
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same tiE blinds were half-down at 
luncheon in the dining-room, to 
keep out the brilliant summer sun. 
The guests dropped in by ones and 
twos, somewhat tired and exhausted by the 
divine service of the morning ; and the sight of 
the table was not alittle refreshing to them, as 
it shone whitely in the soft gloom, with its 
flowers and ferns, and its day-lit glimmer of 
glass and silver. Soon, however, a piece of 
news was circulated that was even more re- 
freshing than the luncheon. Dr. Jenkinson, 
owing to his late exertions, and the gas-light, 
and the draughts upon the stage, was suffer- 
ing from a headache, which inclined him to 
keep his room ; and accordingly an unhoped- 
for prospect of freely discussing the sermon 
dawned brightly upon the whole party. 

Mr. Stockton, who had been much struck 
with the strictly prosaic style of Dr. Jenkin- 
son's discourse, and who had been secretly 
contrasting this with the more impassioned 
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character of his own mind, was the first to 
begin. 

‘ The sermon was perhaps ingenious,’ he 
said, turning to Lady Ambrose, ‘but I’m afraid 
our friend’s forte is certainly not poetry.’ 

‘Surely,’ said Donald Gordon with ex- 
treme solemnity of manner and only a slight 
twinkle in his eye, ‘his forte is something far 
better, Poetry can only make us happy for 
a little while. Such doctrines as we have 
heard this morning ought to make us happy 
always.’ 

As for Lady Ambrose, to whom both 
these remarks were addressed, she was in 
doubt what altogether to think of the matter. 
More than half her heart inclined her to look 
upon Dr. Jenkinson as a valuable ally; but 
there was yet, all the while, a fatal something 
that whispered to her a vague distrust of him. 
She was therefore waiting anxiously to hear 
what would be said by others, before taking 
any side herself; her mind all the while being 
busy with the profoundest questions. This 
suspense of judgment produced a certain 
gravity and depression in her, which was 
visible on her face, and which seemed to com- 
municate itself to nearly everyone at her end 
of the table. For Lady Ambrose was a 
communicative woman. Her spirits, good or 
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bad, were generally caught by those near her. 
As for Mr. Herbert, however, no one else 
seemed needed to depress 42m. Low, slow, 
and melancholy, his accents at once caught 
the ear of Lady Ambrose. 

‘I have heard to-day,’ he said to Mrs. 
Sinclair, who was sitting next him, ‘an 
entirely new and in every way memorable 
doctrine, which I never heard before from the 
mouth of man, woman, or child; nor can I 
tell by what steps any human being could 
have arrived at it. I have heard that the 
_ world—the world as it is—could not be better 
than it is; that there is no real sorrow in it— 
no real evil—no real sin.’ 

‘Poor Dr. Jenkinson!’ said Mrs. Sinclair, 
also in a melancholy voice; ‘I suppose he 
has never loved.’ 

‘Ah,’ exclaimed Mr. Stockton,—his voice 
was melancholy as well—‘the whole teach- 
ings of that school have always seemed to me 
nothing more than a few fragments of science 
imperfectly understood, obscured by a few 
fragments of Christianity imperfectly re- 
membered.’ 

‘You forget,’ said Leslie, ‘that Dr. Jenkin- 
son’s Christianity is really a new firm trading 
under an old name, and trying to purchase 
the goodwill of the former establishment,’ 


124 THE NEW REPUBLIC. 


Lady Ambrose, who had not liked Leslie 
so much on further acquaintance as she had 
at first expected she should, was very indig- 
nant at him for so flippant a speech as this— 
she felt sure it was flippant, though she did 
not quite understand its meaning—but once 
again Mr. Herbert's grave accents arrested 
her. 

‘It is simply,’ he was saying to Mrs. 
Sinclair, evidently alluding to the same subject 
—‘it is simply our modern atheism trying 
to hide its own nakedness, for the benefit of 
the more prudish part of the public, in the 
cast grave-clothes of a Christ who, whether 
he be risen or no, is very certainly, as the 
angel said, not here.’ 

‘All discussion of such matters seems to 
me but a diseased activity,’ said Mr. Rose, 
raising languidly a white deprecating hand. 

Mr. Storks too, though for different 
reasons, was apparently of the same opinion. 

‘In his main points,’ he said with a severe 
vogmatism that seemed designed to end all 
further controversy, ‘and putting aside his 
quasi-religious manner of expressing it— 
which considering his position may ‘be par- 
doned—I conceive Dr. Jenkinson to have 
been entirely right.’ 

Hitherto Lady Ambrose’s views had been 
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wavering to and fro, in a sad uncertainty. 
But now her mind at once cleared. Her 
worst suspicions of the Doctor were con- 
firmed by this fatal commendation. The 
gloom on her face deepened, and she had a 
look almost of distress about her as she 
turned to Laurence. 

‘You look tired,’ he said to her. 

‘No,’ said Lady Ambrose wearily: ‘at 
least, perhaps I am a little. Do you know, I 
always think one feels rather dull if one 
doesn’t get the letters one expects.’ 

‘Perhaps you don’t know,’ said Laurence, 
‘that the letters you got this morning were 
only those of last night’s post. Our Sunday 
letters we are obliged to send for, and they 
don't generally come till later on in the 
day.’ 

‘Really !’ exclaimed Lady Ambrose, with 
surprise, as a smile slowly spread over her 
face, and her frank eyes lit up again. ‘The 
Duchess couldn’t have forgotten it,’ she said 
to herself half-consciously. Strangely enough, 
a new warmth, it seemed, had dawned upon 
her, and her ice-bound gloom began to thaw 
—to thaw only, however, not to evaporate. 
It did not go; it only became voluble. 

‘Do you know, Mr. Laurence,’ she began, 
‘] have been thinking over and over again 


126 THE NEW REPUBLIC. 


about many of the things that were said last 
night; and I really am afraid that the world 
is getting very bad. It is very sad to think 
so; but, with all this infidelity and wicked- 
ness of which we hear so much, I’m afraid it 
is true. For my own part, you know, there 
is nothing I dislike so much as to hear the 
Bible profanely spoken about; though, of 
course, I know one is tempted sometimes 
to make jokes out of it oneself. And then,’ 
Lady Ambrose added—her ideas did not 
always follow one another in the strictest 
order—‘ hardly a week passes without some 
new scandal. I had a letter only this morn- 
ing, telling me all the particulars about Colonel 
Eardly and poor Lady Arthur. And that 
man, you know—just fancy it!—it will not 
be very long before we shall be obliged to 
receive him again. However,’ said Lady 
Ambrose, with a slightly more cheerful 
accent, ‘that sort of thing, I believe, is con- 
fined to us. The middle classes are all right 
—at least, one always hears so.’ 

At this moment Lord Allen’s voice was 
heard. 

‘But now,’ Lady Ambrose went on to 
Laurence, very slightly moving her head in 
the direction of Lord Allen, and speaking in 
a low tone, ‘how different 4e is!’ 
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Lady Ambrose had the greatest admira- 
tion for Lord Allen, though her acquaintance 
with him had hitherto been of the slightest ; 
and Laurence, not knowing how to respond 
to all her late remarks, was glad that her 
attention was thus called elsewhere. 

‘Don’t you think,’ Allen was saying, half 
addressing himself to Mr. Herbert, half to 
Mr. Luke, ‘that though at the present 
moment things as they are may be worse 
than they have ever been before, there 
are yet ideas amongst us of things as they 
might be, that are in advance of what has 
ever been before? I know quite well how 
society is falling to pieces, and how all our 
notions of duty are becoming confused or 
lost. I know too how utterly without any 
religion we are’—(Lady Ambrose started)— 
‘at least, any religion that one man can ex- 
press to another, and that can enable men to 
act in concert. But still, I can’t help feeling 
that, in spite of all this, a higher class of con- 
ceptions both of religion and morality, and 
social relations also, is forming itself in the 
minds of thinking men.’ 

‘Perfectly true, Lord Allen,’ said Mr. 
Luke, ‘perfectly true! It is indeed the very 
essence of the cultured classes to be beyond 
their time—to have, indeed, every requisite 
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for making everything better, except the prac- 
tical power. As you say, what man’s life 
ought to be—what true morality is—what 1s 
true sense, and what is true nonsense—these 
are matters never at any time distinguished 
so truly as by some of us in the latter half of 
the nineteenth century. Only, unfortunately,’ 
said Mr. Luke, sighing slowly, and looking 
round the table, ‘the dense ignorance of the 
world at large hampers and hinders such men 
as these, so that all that their teaching and 
their insight can do, is only to suggest a 
Utopia in the future, instead of leading to 
any reality in the present.’ 

‘All my happiness is ina kind of Utopia,’ 
sighed Mrs. Sinclair. 

‘Yes—yes, said Mr. Luke wearily; ‘so 
in these days must be the happiness of all of 
us—except that of the world at large.’ 

Mr. Storks was here heard clearing his 
throat. With an ominous pugilistic smile he 
turned towards Mr. Luke. 

‘Are you quite sure,’ he said, ‘that the 
reason why your friends do nothing practical 
is not because they will build Utopias? I, 
as I have already said, entirely hold ‘with Dr. 
Jenkinson that the world is as good as it can 
be—has, indeed, been always as good as it 
could have been—has, that is, been always’ 
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persistently progressing by one constant 
course of evolution. I don’t myself profess 
to be a student of history ; but, as far as I at 
all understand its teachings, the one thing it 
most clearly shows to us is, that what strikes 
a superficial observer as simply the decadence 
of old orders of things, is really, under the 
surface, the birth of the new. Indeed,’ said 
Mr. Storks, shrugging his shoulders, ‘ of course 
it must beso. We are all part of Nature; 
and, little as we think it, we are all working 
together by invincible and inviolable laws. 
Nature will have her own way; and those 
who have studied her carefully know that her 
way is always the best. Even supposing we 
could transplant ourselves into some different, 
some more advanced state of society, my dear 
sir, do you think we should be any happier 
there? As much happier, I suppose, as you 
or I should be if we were translated into the 
heaven our nurses used to tell us of, where 
nothing was done but to sing Tate and Brady's 
psalms with the angels to all eternity. The 
air of our own age is the only air fit for us 
In any other we should languish.’ 

‘I languish in this,’ said Mr. Luke, looking 
up to the ceiling. 

Scarcely were the words out of his mouth 
than Mr. Saunders exclaimed, in his most ex- 
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cited and shrillest voice, ‘I deny it—I entirely 
deny it!’ 

Mr. Luke was thunderstruck. Even Mr. 
Storks was taken aback by the audacity of the 
contradiction; and as for the rest of the com- 
pany, they could not conceive where on earth 
Mr. Saunders had left his manners. Mr. 
Storks, however, was still more astonished, 
and still less pleased, when he discovered, as 
Mr. Saunders proceeded, what was the real 
meaning of his speech. 

‘I entirely deny,’ Mr. Saunders went on, 
‘that the ways of Nature are the best ways. 
The belief that they are so is of all faiths the 
one that most obviously contradicts experi- 
ence. Did I accept this, I could accept any- 
thing—Transubstantiation even. I should 
literally feel that I had no right to condemn 
any doctrine because it was groundless, gra- 
tuitous, and absurd. This faith in the good- 
ness of Nature—why, that it zs a faith, is not 
that enough tocondemn it ? What but faith, 
let me ask, has enslaved and stunted the world 
hitherto ? And this particular faith, I would 
remind you, which you flatter yourself will 
oppose religion, has been in most cases its 
child, and is always ready to be its parent. 
I on the contrary maintain that, far from being 
the best, Nature is the most odious of things 
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—that the whole universe is constructed 
on the most hateful principles; in fact, that 
out of the primordial atoms only one thing has 
developed itself in,which the good outweighs 
the evil; and that is the one thing that is 
usually opposed to Nature—man, and the 
reason of man.’ 

Mr. Storks turned sharply round, and, with 
an awful look in his eyes of contemptuous 
indignation, stared Mr. Saunders into silence. 
He held him fixed in this way for a few 
moments, and then said to him in a voice of 
grim unconcern, ‘ May I trouble you for the 
mustard.’ Then again turning to Mr. Luke, 
‘You see,’ he proceeded, ‘what I take to be 
civilisation—indeed, the whole duty of man— 
is the gradual self-adaptation of the human 
organism to its environment—an adaptation 
which must take place, and any attempts to 
hinder which are simply neither more nor less 
than disease. Progress, which it is our high- 
est life to further, is a thing that will continue 
despite the opposition of individuals. Its 
tendencies are beyond the control of indivi- 
duals, and are to be sought in the spirit of the 
age at large,—not—if you will forgive me the 
word—in the crotchets of this or that thinker. 
And it seems to me to be the hopeful and 
distinguishing feature of the present day, that 
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men are learning generally to recognise this 
truth—that they are learning not to cry out 
against progress, but to investigate its grand 
and inevitable laws, and submit themselves 
willingly to them. And the tendency of our 
own day is, I am proud to say, a tendency 
towards firm, solid, verifiable knowledge, and, 
as a result of this, towards the acquisition of 
a firm and solid happiness also.’ 

‘To me,’ said Mr. Herbert, ‘it seems 
rather that the only hope for.the present age 
lies in the possibility of some individual 
wiser than the rest getting the necessary 
power, and in the most arbitrary way possible 
putting a stop to this progress—utterly 
stamping out and obliterating every general 
tendency peculiar to our own time. Mr. 
Storks will perhaps think me very foolish. 
Perhaps I am. I freely own that I could 
more easily tell a good action, if I saw it, than 
a good piece of protoplasm, and that I think 
the understanding of a holy moral law, by 
which an individual may live, of infinitely 
more importance than the discovery of all the 
laws of progress in the world. But let Mr. 
Storks despise me, and not be angry with 
me—— 

‘My dear sir,’ interposed Mr. Storks, 
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with a gruff courtesy, ‘ why should I do either 
the one or the other ?’ 

‘Because, said Mr. Herbert, slightly 
waving his hand, and speaking with great 
emphasis, ‘had I only the power, I would 
myself put a forcible stop to all this evolution. 
I would make a clean sweep of all the im. 
provements that the present day so much 
vaunts. I would collect an army of strong, 
serviceable, honest workmen, and send them 
to blow up Manchester, and Birmingham, 
and Liverpool, and Leeds, and Wolverhamp- 


ton 





‘And all the artisans in them ?’ asked Mr. 
Storks. 

‘Well, said Mr. Herbert, smiling, ‘1 
would, perhaps, give the artisans notice of 
this gunpowder plot of mine. And yet their 
existence has always presented a painful 
difficulty to me. For if there is no other 
life, I think they have a very bad time of it 
here ; and if there is another life, I think that 
they will all certainly be damned. But it ts 
not only Manchester and Birmingham that I 
would blow up. I would blow up also every 
anatomical museum in the land, save such as 
were absolutely necessary for the use of pro- 
fessional doctors, that the foul sights in them 
should not taint men’s imaginations, and give 
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them an appetite for beastly knowledge. I 
would destroy every railway, and nearly every 
steam-engine ; and I would do a number of 
other things of a like sort, by way of prepar- 
ing the ground for a better state of society. 
Indeed, so far am I from believing that an 
‘entirely different and better state of society is 
unthinkable, that I believe it to be not im- 
practicable ; and I am at the present moment 
collecting money, from such as will here and 
there confide in me, for the purpose of pur- 
chasing land, and of founding a community 
upon what seem to me to be true and 
healthful principles—a Utopia, in fact—in 
which I trust may be once again realised 
upon earth those two things to which we are 
now such strangers—order and justice.’ 

‘T once began a book about justice,’ said 
Laurence, ‘on the model of Plato's Re- 
public.’ 

‘What is Plato’s Republic?’ said Lady 
Ambrose. ‘Tell me.’ 

‘It is a book,’ said Laurence, ‘which 
describes the meeting of a party of friends, 
who fell discussing high topics just as we 
are doing, and, amongst others, What is 
justice ?’ 

‘What!’ exclaimed Lady Ambrose. ‘ Did 
not they know that ?’ 
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‘You forget,’ said Laurence, ‘that this was 
very long ago.’ 

‘To be sure,’ said Lady Ambrose; ‘and 
they were of course all heathens. Well— 
and what conclusions did they come to as to 
the nature of justice ?’ 

‘At first,’ said Laurence, ‘ though Socrates 
himself was amongst them, they were all com- 
pletely at a loss how to define it. But at last 
they hit upon the notion of constructing an 
ideal perfect state, in which of course justice 
would be lurking somewhere. Now there 
are in life, Plato says, four great virtues— 
wisdom, courage, temperance, and justice; 
and no sooner has the ideal state been con- 
structed, than it appears that three of these 
virtues are specially illustrated and embodied, 
each in a particular class of citizens. Thus, 
wisdom is specially embodied in the theore- 
tical politicians and religious speculators of 
the day ; courage is embodied in the practical 
men who maintain and execute the regula- 
tions and orders of the philosophers; and 
temperance is embodied in the commercial 
and industrial classes, who loyally submit them- 
selves to their betters, and refrain from 
meddling in matters that are too high for 
them. And now, where is justice? In what 
class is that embodied specially ?’ 
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‘In the judges and the magistrates and 
the policemen, said Lady Ambrose. 

‘No,’ said Laurence ; ‘it is peculiar to no 
class. It resides in all. It is that virtuc 
which enables the others to exist and to con- 
tinue.’ 

‘But surely,’ said Lady Ambrose, ‘all 
that is not what we mean by justice now ?’ 

‘Certainly not,’ said Laurence; ‘and my 
book was designed to investigate what justice 
is, as it exists now. I, like Plato, constructed 
a state, making it, however, a real rather than 
an ideal picture. But when I had done this, 
I could find no earnest thinking class to re- 
present wisdom; no class of practical polli- 
ticians that would carry out even the little 
wisdom they knew, and so represent courage ; 
and certainly no commercial or industrial class 
that would refrain for a single day from 
meddling in matters that were too high for 
them, and so represent temperance. So I 
analysed life in a somewhat different way. I 
divided it into happiness, misery, and justice. 
I then at once discovered that the rich repre- 
sented all the happiness of which we are now 
capable, and the poor all the misery ; and that 
Justice was that which set this state of things 
going and enabled it to continue.’ 

‘Ah, Laurence,’ exclaimed Mr. Herbert, 
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clapping his hands gently in sad applause, ‘1 
like that. I wish you had worked out this 
idea more fully.’ 

‘Suppose,’ exclaimed Leslie, ‘that we try 
this afternoon to construct a Utopia ourselves. 
Let us embody our notions of life as it ought 
to be in a new Republic.’ 

‘Well,’ said Lady Ambrose, ‘I am not a 
Conservative ; I don’t object. I’m sure at 
any rate that there is much we could all of us 
alter, if we only had our own way.’ 

‘Much,’ said Lady Grace, with severe 
briskness. 

‘Much,’ said Miss Merton, with a soft, 
half-serious smile. 

‘Much,’ said Lord Allen, catching eagerly 
at the idea. 

‘Well, then,’ said Laurence, ‘let us all do 
our best to give those airy somethings, our 
aspirations, a local habitation and a name.’ 

The majority of the company took very 
kindly to the proposal. Lady Grace was 
especially pleased, as it seemed to provide at 
once a whole afternoon’s occupation for the 
party ; and it was arranged accordingly that 
as soon as luncheon was over they should 
adjourn for castle-building to a shady spot in 
the garden. 
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CHAPTER IiIi. 


gradually converged after luncheon 
towards the appointed spot, strag- 
gling thither by various ways, and 
in desultory groups; passing down broad 
flights of steps flanked by gods and goddesses, 
and along straight terraces set with vases and 
Irish yews; while busts of orators, poets, and 
philosophers, with Latin inscriptions, glim- 
mered to right and left of them in groves of 
laurels; and scaly Tritons, dappled with 
green lichens, spouted up water in the middle 
of gleaming basins. Everything was to- 
day looking at its loveliest. There was an 
unusual freshness in the warm summer air. 
Beyond the green shrubs the sea shone bright 
and blue; and through the shrubs the sea- 
breeze moved and whispered. 

Laurence strolled slowly on behind with 
Miss Merton, choosing a path which none of 
the others had taken. 

‘ How delicious this is |’ said Miss Merton, 
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lifting her hat to enjoy the breeze upon her 
forehead. ‘Nobody could be in bad spirits 
in a place like this. There is something so 
fresh and living everywhere, and even when 
we lose sight of the sea we still hear it.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Laurence. ‘I believe these 
gardens are like Keats’s island. There is 
no recess in them 


Not haunted by the murmurous sound of waves,’ 


‘And how perfectly everything is kept! 
What gardeners you must have!’ said Miss 
Merton, as they turned up a narrow winding 
walk, thickly set on either side with carefully- 
trimmed laurels. 

The whole place was, indeed, as Miss 
Merton said, kept perfectly. Not a weed 
was on the grey gravel; not a single twig 
called for pruning. Every vase they passed 
was full of the most delicious flowers. Over- 
head the branches of limes and of acacia- 
trees murmured gaily. Everything seemed 
to be free from care, and to be laughing, 
light of heart, in the bright weather. 

‘I am taking you this way,’ said Laurence, 
‘because I want to show you what I think 
may perhaps interest you.’ 

As he spoke these words, a sudden bend 
in the walk brought them face to face with 


140 THE NEW REPUBLIC. 


something that gave Miss Merton a sudden 
sensation of surprise. It was a small classical 
portico built in a style of the most severe 
simplicity, through which by an iron gate one 
passed into an open space beyond. What 
surprised Miss Merton on seeing this was the 
singular sense of desolation and dreariness 
that seemed all at once to come over her. 
The iron gates before her were a mass of rust ; 
the portico, which had once been white, was 
weather-stained into a dismal grey; the stone, 
too, it was built of was scaling off in almost 
every place, and the fragments lay unheeded 
as they had fallen upon the ground. Here, 
amongst everything that spoke of the utmost 
care, was one object that spoke of entire 
forgetfulness and neglect. They approached 
in silence, and Miss Merton looked in through 
the bars of the rusty gate. The scene that 
met her eyes was one of greater desolation 
still. It was a circular plot of ground, fenced 
round by a low stone wall that was sur- 
mounted by spiked railings. It looked as 
though it might have been once a flower 
garden, but it was now a wilderness. Outside 
its boundary rose the rare and beautiful trees 
of the happy tended shrubberies. Inside were 
nettles, brambles, and long weedy grass. 
Nothing else was visible in this melancholy 
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enclosure but three cypresses, apparently of 
various ages, the two smaller planted near 
together, the third, and by far the largest, 
standing apart by itself. 

Miss Merton was quite at a loss what to 
make of the strange spot; and, as Laurence 
was feeling in his pocket for the key, she 
asked him if it had anything to do with 
breeding pheasants. 

‘Do you see what is written above the 
gate ?’ said Laurence, as he pointed to a dim 
inscription whose letters still retained a 
glimmer of fading gold; ‘can you read it ? 


Neque harum, quas colis, arborum 
Te, preeter invisam cupressum, 
Ulla brevem dominum sequetur 


“Of all these trees which you love so, the 
hated cypress only shall follow its master, 
and be faithful to him in his narrow house.” 
But come—let us go inside, if you are not 
afraid of the long grass.’ 

They passed through the gate, which 
gave a low wail upon its hinges, and Miss 
Merton followed Laurence, knee-deep in 
grass and nettles, to the smallest of the three 
cypress-trees. There Laurence paused. At 
the foot of the tree Miss Merton saw a flat 
Slab of marble, with something written upon 
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it; and for the first time she felt certain that 
she must be in a place of graves. 

‘This,’ said Laurence, pointing to the 
little cypress, ‘was planted only five years 
ago, ten days before the poor old man died 
who now sleeps under it. This is my uncle's 
grave. Do you see the inscription ? 


Omnis moriar, nullaque pars mei 
Vitabit Libitinam. 


“T shall wholly die, and there is no part of 
me that will escape the Venus of death.” 
That, and that alone, he chose to have 
written over him.’ 

Laurence spoke with some feeling, but 
Miss Merton was so much surprised that she 
hardly knew what response to make. 

‘And does nobody take any care of this 
place ?’ at last she said. 

‘No,’ said Laurence. ‘By his own last 
orders, nobody. But come—you must look 
at this too. And he motioned her towards 
the neighbouring cypress. 

At the foot of this, almost hidden by the 
long grass, Miss Merton saw something that 
surprised her still more strangely. It was the 
statue of a woman half reclining in a languid 
attitude on a block of hewn marble. The 
figure was full and beautiful, and the features 
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of the face were singularly fine; but there 
was something in the general effect that 
struck one at the first moment as not pleasing. 
What slight drapery there was, was disposed 
meretriciously over the rounded limbs; on 
the arms were heavy bracelets; one of the 
hands held a half-inverted wine-cup, and the 
other was laid negligently on a heap of coins. 
But what jarred most upon the feelings was 
the face, with its perfect features. For a 
cold sneer was fixed upon the full mouth and 
the fine nostrils ; and the eyes, with a leer of 
petulant sensuality, seemed to be fixed for 
ever upon the flat neighbouring gravestone. 
‘This cypress,’ said Laurence, ‘is much 
older than the other. It was planted twenty 
years ago; and twenty years ago the original 
of that statue was laid beneath it. She was one 
of those many nameless ladies—for, as you 
know, he completely exiled himself from society 
all the latter part of his life—who from time 
to time shared his fortunes at the house here. 
She was, too, by far the loveliest. She was at 
the same time the hardest, the most selfish, 
the most mercenary as well. And he knew it 
too. In spite of the distraction he found in her 
companionship, he was never for a moment 
deceived about her. At last, having made 
a fortune out of him, she was thinking of 


144 THE NEW REPUBLIC. 


leaving him. But one day, suddenly, she 
caught a chill and died. She died here, 
and here she was buried. That statue, as 
you may imagine, is his design not hers. 
The attitude, the drapery, the wine-cup 
held in one hand, and the money in the 
other, are according to his express direc- 
tion; and by his direction, too, that face, with 
its lovely features, leers and sneers at him for 
ever, as he rests in his neglected grave. 
See, too, there is the epitaph which he chose 
for her :— 


Lusisti satis, edisti satis, atque bibisti ; 
Tempus abire tibi est. 


“You have wantoned enough with me—you 
have eaten enough of my substance—you have 
drunk enough of my champagne; ‘tis high 
time for you to go.” And now, said Laurence, 
‘let us come to the third tree, and you shall 
see what is overshadowed by it.’ 

They passed across the enclosure to the 
largest of the three cypresses, and at the foot 
of that Miss Merton discovered a third grave- 
stone, also with a poetical inscription. ‘ That,’ 
said Laurence, ‘ you can read without help of 
mine.’ 

Mass Merton looked; and the lines were 
not new to her :— 
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A slumber did my spirit seal, 
I knew no mortal fears. 

She seemed a thing that could not feel 
The touch of earthly years. 


She knows no motion now, nor force, 
She neither feels nor sees, 

Rolled round in earth’s diurnal course 
With rocks, and stones, and trees. 


‘Here,’ said Laurence, ‘ is the oldest grave 
of all. Its date is that of the tree that stands 
beside it, and that was planted forty years ago, 
Under that stone lies the only woman—ex- 
cept myself, almost the only thing—that the 
old man ever really loved. This was in his 
young days. He was only thirty when she 
died ; and her death was the great turning- 
point of his life. She lived with him for two 
years, in a little cottage that stood on the very 
spot where he afterwards built the villa. She 
has no name, you see, on the grave-stone, and I 
had best not give her any. She was some 
one’s wife, but not his. Thatis herstory. I 
have her miniature somewhere, which one day 
I should like to show you. Itisalovely dark 
face, with liquid, spiritual eyes, and under it 
are written two lines of Byron’s, which might 
have been composed for her :— 


She walks in beauty like the night 
Of cloudless climes and starry skies, 


L 
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Well, there she lies now; and the old man’s 
youth lies buried with her. It was her death 
that made him a philosopher. He built this 
great place here, and laid out these gardens 
half to kill his grief for her, and half to keep 
alive her memory ; and here, as you see, he 
buried her. She gave up all that was best in 
her for the love of him. He gave up all that 
was best in him for the loss of her.’ 

‘And is this place left quite uncared for ?’ 
said Miss Merton, looking around her. 

‘It is left, said Laurence, ‘as he wished 
it should be. It was one of his most 
special orders that, when he was dead and 
buried, no further care of any kind should 
be spent on it. The grass and weeds were 
to be left to grow wild in it, the rails to rust, 
the portico to decay and crumble. “Do 
you think,” he said to me, “that I know so 
little of life as to flatter myself that any 
single creature will regret me when I am 
gone, or even waste a thought upon me? I 
do not chose, as Christians do, to rest for ever 
under a lie; for their tombs are lying monu- 
ments that they are remembered ; mine shall 
be a true one that [ am forgotten. Yes,” he 
said, ‘‘it makes me laugh to think of myself— 
me, who have built this house and planted 
these gardens which others will enjoy—rotting 
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in the midst of it all, under thorns and bram- 
bles, in a little dismal wilderness. And then 
perhaps, Otho,” he would say to me, “some of 
your friends who will walk about these gardens 
in a year or two—Christians, no doubt, with 
the devil knows what of fine sentiments about 
faith and immortality—will look in through 
the bars of the gate, and be shocked at that 
honest wilderness, that unconcealed neglect, 
which is the only real portion of those that 
have been.” But during his last illness he 
softened just a little, and admitted that I, he 
did believe, cared for him, and might, when he 
was dead, every now and then think of him. 
« Andso,” he said, “ if you like to do it, come 
every now and then, and scrape the moss 
from my inscription, and from the two others. 
But that is all I will have you do—that, and 
nothing more. That will express all that it 
is possible that you should feel for me.” I 
promised him to do no more than that, and 
that I do. Poor old man!’ Laurence went 
on meditatively, as they passed out of the 
gates, and were again in the bright trim gar- 
den. ‘ He thought that he belonged to times 
before his own; but I think that in reality 
he belonged to times after them. If he was 
Roman at all, as he always fancied himself, he 


was Roman gnly in that sombre ennui that 
L2 
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through all his later years oppressed him ; and 
which seems to me to be now settling down 
upon the world—an ennui that always kept 
him seeking for pleasures, and that turned the 
pleasures into ashes as soon as he possessed 
them. His pleasures were high and low; but 
the higher made him despise the lower ; and 
the lower hesought simply that he might drown 
the higher. Two things only during his last 
years never palled upon him : one was, saying 
a sharp thing neatly; the other, detecting 
some new weakness in human nature. In this 
he seemed really to revel. On the littlenesses 
and the pretences of men, especially when 
they turned out failures, he seemed to look 
with a passionate contemptuous fondness, 
like a wicked prince ona peasant-girl. See 
—here was his summer study—this stone 
pavilion. Let us go in fora moment, and I 
will show it to you.’ 

They were in front of a small quasi-classi- 
cal building of white marble, embowered be- 
hind in arbutus and 1n myrtles, and command- 
ing from its large windows a full view of the 
sea. Laurence unlocked the door, and he and 
Miss Merton entered. 

Inside there was a faint musty still and 
a general sense that the place had been long 
disused. The walls were completely lingd 
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with books in splendid bindings, whose gilded 
backs glimmered temptingly through the 
network of the bookcase doors. In thecentre 
stood a table, covered with a cloth of faded 
crimson velvet ; nothing on it but a tarnished 
ormolu inkstand, in the shape of a Roman 
temple, across the columns of which spiders 
had woven dusty webs. Placed stiffly before 
the table stood a gilded arm-chair, with 
cushions of crimson damask, and under it a 
foot-stool to match, which had been worn 
quite bare by the old philosopher's feet. 

‘Here,’ said Laurence, ‘he would sit day 
after day amongst his books, drawing, or 
reading, or writing, or looking out at his 
flowers or at the sea. Look! these two folios, 
bound in red morocco, are a collection of his 
verses, letters, essays and so on, that he had 
had privately printed. They are not all, I’m 
afraid, quite fittoread. But this first volume 
is all right. I should like to take it out and 
show it to you by-and-by. But come—lI 
have nothing more to exhibit now. We had 
better join the others. They will not be far off,’ 
he said, as they left the pavilion; ‘indeed, I 
think I can hear them talking.’ 

In another moment they had passed 
through an arch of evergreens, and found 
themselves on the spot where nearly all the 
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rest of the party had already assembled, dis- 
posed in an easy group upon the grass. The 
place was an amphitheatre of velvet turf, set 
round with laurels and all kinds of shrubs; 
in the arena of which—if one may so speak— 
a little fountain splashed cool and restless in 
a porphyry basin. Overhead the blue sum- 
mer sky was screened by the whispering 
shade of tall trees ; and above the dark laurel- 
leaves the fresh sea was seen in the distance, 
an azure haze full of sparklings. The whole 
scene, as Miss Merton and Laurence, with 
his gorgeous folio under his arm, came upon 
it, was curiously picturesque. The various 
dresses made against the green turf a soft 
medley of colours. The ladies were in white 
and black and pale yellow, green and crimson 
and dove-colour. All.the men, except Mr. 
Luke, were in shooting coats; and Mr. 
Saunders, who wore knickerbockers, had even 
pink stockings, And here, as the lights and 
shades flickered over them, and the gentle air 
breathed upon them, they seemed altogether 
like a party from which an imaginative on- 
looker might have expected a new Decameron. 

Already, under Lady Grace’s vigorous 
guidance, a certain amount of talk had begun 
apropos of the new Republie; all the ladies, 
with the exception of Mrs. Sinclair, having 
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fallen to discussing the true position of women, 
or rather of woman, and their opinions on this 
point being a little various. But besides this, 
the post had arrived; and that too had 
created some excitement. Lady Ambrose in 
particular had become delightfully radiant, on 
receiving a large envelope that was stiff as 
she handled it; and which she saw contained, 
as she just peeped into it, a card, on the top of 
which was printed, ‘ Zo have the honour to 
nveet—. She had, too, just extracted from 
Lord Allen a promise to come and stay with 
her, next autumn, in the country; and her 
measure of good spirits was quite full. 

‘Now, Mr. Laurence,’ she exclaimed, 
dangling her hat in her hand, ‘do come and 
put a stop to this. You see what a woman's 
parliament would be if we ever have one, 
which my husband says is not at all im- 
possible. Here is one of us who thinks that 
everything will go well if women can only 
learn to paint flowers on white dessert plates, 
and get fifteen shillings apiece for them.’ 

‘And I,’ said Lady Grace, smiling good- 
naturedly, ‘was just saying that they all 
ought to be taught logic.’ 

‘Perfectly true,’ exclaimed Mr. Saunders, 
putting up his spectacles to see who had spoken. 

‘And Miss Merton,’ said Lady Ambrose 
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‘thinks that we should all be taught to walk 
the hospitals, or be sick-nurses.’ 

‘I should not so much mind that,’ said 
Mrs. Sinclair, ‘in war time, if one had anyone 
fighting in whose life one really took an 
interest. I once thought, Mr. Leslie, that 
that might be my mission, perhaps.’ 

‘But, said Lady Ambrose, ‘how are we 
to build a castle in the air together, if we are 
all at cross purposes like this ?’ 

There did indeed seem little prospect of 
their getting to work at all; until Leslie ex- 
claimed at last that he thought he had found 
a way. 

‘See,’ said Mrs. Sinclair, ‘I told you a 
little while ago you would be wanted to talk 
cleverly. And now, Mr. Leslie, don’t you 
think you would be more comfortable if you 
sat a little farther off ? or Lady Grace, of 
whom I am already afraid, will begin to think 
we're flirting.’ 

‘Well,’ said Leslie, ‘in spite of all our 
differences, I think I see a way in which we 
shal] all be able to set to work together. We 
want to imagine a state that shall be as nearly 
perfect as we can make it. Well and good. 
Now, we shall all admit, I suppose, that in a 
perfect state all the parts will be perfect, and 
each part will imply and involve all the 
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others. Given one bone, we shall be able to 
construct the entire animal. Let us then 
take one part, and imagine that first. Let us 
take the highest class in our state, and see 
what we think that ought to be, looking on it 
in the first place not as a corporate body of 
superiors, but as an assembly of equals. Let 
us, I mean, to put it in other words, begin 
with seeing what we really wish society to be 
—what we really think that the highest and 
most refined life consists in, that is possible 
for the most favoured classes ; and then let 
us see afterwards what is implied in this.’ 

Leslie’s proposal was welcomed eagerly 
by everyone. 

‘Well,’ said Lady Ambrose, ‘and so we 
are cach of us to say, are we, what we think 
is the essence of good society ? Come then, 
who knows ?’ 

‘Art, murmured Mr. Rose. 

‘Reason, said Mr. Saunders. 

‘Unworldliness, based on knowledge of 
the world,’ said Miss Merton. 

‘Wait a moment,’ said Laurence, ‘we are 
going too fast. This is not what Mr. Leslie 
means.’ 

‘No, no,’ said Mr. Saunders. ‘Let us 
get rid of what is evil before we introduce 
what is good. I should begin by getting rid 
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of every belief that is not based upon reason, 
and every sentiment whose existence cannot 
be accounted for.’ 

‘Here we are,’ said Lady Ambrose, ‘all 
over the place. Now if I might be allowed 
to say what I thought was the essence of 
good society, I should say that a great part of 
it, at least, was the absence of dull and vulgar 
people.’ 

‘Excellent!’ exclaimed Mr. Luke, ‘anda 
capital exclusion with which to begin our new 
Republic.’ 


> 
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CHAPTER I. 


GEQES, said Mr. Luke still more 

yy solemnly, ‘if we only follow this 
out—this idea of the exclusion 
from our society of all vulgar and 
extraneous elements, we shall find we have done 
a great deal more than we may at first think. 
We shall have at once a free, and liberal, and 
untainted social and intellectual atmosphere, in 
which our thoughts, and feelings, and refine- 
ments, and ways of living, may develop them- 
selves to the utmost, unimpeded. Lady 
Ambrose has certainly begun with hitting the 
right nail on the head.’ 

Could Lady Ambrose have been told, 
when she left London the afternoon before, 
that in another twenty-four hours she would 
be taking the lead in the construction of a 
Utopia, or ideal state of society, suggested 
by the writings of a Greek philosopher, she 
would have been utterly at a loss to know 
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what the prophecy meant; and had she 
known what it meant, she would certainly not 
have believed it. Indeed, as it was, she could 
hardly imagine that Mr. Luke was serious, 
and that he was not laughing at her; so she 
said quickly and in a tone of self-defence, 

‘Of course I know that there must be 
something more than the mere exclusion of 
vulgar people, Mr. Luke. We must have 
religion, and all that, and———’ 

‘Ah!’ exclaimed Mr. Luke, interrupting 
her with a grand wave of the hand; ‘ my dear 
Lady Ambrose, let us leave all that till by- 
and-by. Let us be content to begin with 
simpler matters first.’ 

‘Let us begin with the flowers of life,’ 
said Leslie, ‘and when we have chosen these, 
let us trace them back to their roots.’ 

‘I quite think,’ said Miss Merton, ‘that in 
a really good society—one that was perfectly 
good even in the superficial sense of the 
word—we should find, if we only had eyes 
enough, religion lurking somewhere, and 
everything else we want.’ 

‘And so that’s your view, my dear, is it ?’ 
said Lady Ambrose. ‘Oh, then, I, suppose 
since you, a Roman Catholic, think so, I may 
also.’ 

‘Surely, too,’ said Miss Merton, ‘ we must 
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all know that nothing can be so bad, either 
for the pushers or the pushed, as the struggle 
of people to get into what they think is good 
society, not in the least because they care to 
be there, but merely because they care to be 
known to be there.’ 

Lady Ambrose, who perhaps felt uncon- 
sciously some small pricks of conscience here, 
again looked doubtful, and said, ‘ Still, if we 
really want to make a perfect state, this does 
not seem a very serious thing to begin with.’ 

‘Listen, exclaimed Laurence; ‘let me 
read you something I have here—something 
of my uncle’s, which I have just thought 
of. It is a short adaptation of Aristotle’s 
Ethics.’ 

Lady Ambrose started. Hearing two 
words, the one as long as Avzstofle, and the 
other as unfamiliar as E¢hzcs, she began to 
think that she had made the conversation 
serious with a vengeance. Indeed, the whole 
party, as well as herself, showed some signs 
of surprise. 

‘It is very short,’ said Laurence, ‘and I will 
only read a page or two. It is called “A system 
of Ethics, adapted from Aristotle, for the use 
of the English Nation.” It was suggested to 
him—’ (and this bewildered Lady Ambrose 
still more, though at the same time it gave 
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her some gleam of hope), ‘by a very rich vulgar 
family, who bought a place near here, and 
who much annoyed and amazed him by the 
great court they paid to him. This is the 
first chapter; it treats of “ Ze Summum 
Bonum, or The neetee End of Action.” 
Listen—— 

‘Ethics being the art oul sceence of human 
action, as directed towards the chief good of 
Life—that highest and final end, to which, tf 
we think a little, we shall see all other ends are 
subordinate ; wt rs evident that our first task 
must be, as our master Aristotle well says, to 
form a clear conception of what this end, the 
chief good, ts. 

Now on this point Aristotle would seem 
to err. For he, following the common 
opinion of men, affirms the chief good to be 
happiness, holding the only questzon to be, in 
what does true happiness lic? And tf he 
had been philosophising for savages, he would 
andced have been in the right. But because 
savages and men ina state of nature have all 
one end of action, which ts happiness, it by no 
means follows that the same ts true of civilised 
nations, and that these may not have ends that 
are far higher. It ts endeed evident that they 
have. And not this only, but that of such 
ends there ts a very greatvariety. To describe 
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and number these with anything like absolute 
accuracy ts neither required nor admitted by 
the nature of the subject. But we shall be 
sufficcently near the truth tf we say that there 
zs a separate and characteristic chief good for 
each civilised nation—(qguot gentes tot summa 
bona)—and that wt zs by this in each case that 
the national character 1s adctermined. A 
glance at the continent of Europe will at once 
tllustrate this, and suggest examples to us of 
these nattonal chief goods. We shall see the 
Germans, for instance, following what ts 
called Thought torts inmost recesses, the French 
whatrs called Life. We shall find accordingly 
that the chief good of the former nation, 
which zw perhaps the highest of all, ws the 
knowledge of the unknowable; whilst that of 
the latter, which zs next to rt 1n dignity, zs the 
practice of the unmentionable. And so on 
with all the other nations ; each will be found 
to have tts separate chief good; and none of 
these to have the least connection with happiness. 
For us, however, who are Englsh, and 
writing for English readers, wt wll be enough 
to concern ourselves simply wrth the chief 
good of the English. 

‘We shall discover this, in the same way 
as we did that of the French and Germans, in 


an examination of our own special national 
% 
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characteristic. First, however, we must be 
clear what this characteristic 1s; and here ut 
will be well to take our neighbours opinions of 
usas well as our own. If we inquire then in 
what light we present ourselves to the other 
European nations, we shall find that just as 
the Germans are known mainly as a profound 
nation, and the French as a prurient nation, so 
are we, in like manner, now known as a vulgar 
nation. And as this view of us exactly tallies 
with our own, zt appears evident that the 
special national characteristic of the English 
zs vulgarity, and that the chief good of the 
English ts the final end that ts aimed at by 
the English vulgar classes. 

‘This we affirm to be social distinction, to 
their admiration and pursuit of which is due 
that cardinal moral qualty which they call 
worldliness in themselves, and snobbishness in 
their friends and enemies. And tf any object 
that toa great part of the nation social dis- 
tinction in rts true sense 1s a thing unknown, 
and that to another part wt ts a thing that 
comes without being struggled for, and so in 
neither case can be the end of moral action, 
we shall answer them that to object this, zs 
much the same as to argue that a peath-tree 
does not bear peaches because none are to be 
seen growing out of the roots; or that there ts 
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mo meaning in the Athanasian Creed because 
none 1s attached to rt by the only people who use 
tt; or that thereisno meaning in the dogma of 
the Pope's infallrbility because rts only possible 
meaning ts repudiated by all those who defend 
wt. For nothing will be found unless we seek 
winits right place. And for the ethics of a 
nation we must look only in that part of the 
nation which 1s their proper sphere; and that 
part ts, as we have already shown, the vulgar 
part. And should any still tmagine that tf 
we thus lrmit the scope of our observation, we 
shall not be able to treat the subject exhaustively, 
we shall remind him that the vulgar classes, 
though not yet co-extensive with the nation, are 
still rapidly becoming so, vulgarity ascending 
and descending with equal certainty; sence on 
the one hand et ruins all socwety into which it 
contrives to enter; whilst tt thrives itself, on 
the other hand, on all soctety that contrives to 
enter into wt. Tort therefore our whole study 
may be confined. Nor lastly (for rt 1s well to 
antutpate every possible objection), ts there any 
need that even thus we should study those 
classes that naturally possess soctal destinctton, 
that we may so learn in what its real essence 
consists ; since, tf we do but observe facts, we 
shall see that ignorance of the whole inner 
nature of good society ts the chief charvacteriste 
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of those who with most single-heartedness 
divect their lives towards getting into uw. St 
will be enough then, without any further ex- 
planation, to lay tt down that social distinctzon 
1s the chief goad, and the end of all moral 
action ; nor can the Aristotelians say that this 
ts in veality a medtate end, and sought for 
only because tt leads to happiness ; since so far 
ave men from seeking social distinction for the 
sake of happiness, that they are perpetually 
yenouncing happiness for the sake of social 
destinctzon.’ 

‘Capital, Mr. Laurence!’ exclaimed Lady 
Ambrose, breaking into a low silvery laugh, 
as soon as Laurence had ended. ‘ And how 
true that is about those people who really ruin 
the society into which they contrive to push 
themselves !’ 

Lord Allen, who caught Miss Merton's 
eye at this moment, gave a very faint smile. 

‘So you see,’ said Laurence, ‘that you 
were quite right, Lady Ambrose, by in- 
stinctively beginning with exclusion.’ 

‘Still,’ said Allen, ‘I’m afraid that all this 
is rather selfish. These people who want to 
to be so smart, are, I dare say, not much the 
worse because of it. Indeed, myself, I rather 
like a good snob now and then,’ 

‘Well,’ said Laurence, ‘let me read a few 
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more paragraphs, and you will see. ‘Such 
being the end, he goes on, ‘of all moral 
action, virtue or morality is that state of 
mind which destres this end; and virtuous or 
moral acts are those which help us on towards 
at, provided only that they are done with 
purpose, For acts done not with purpose, but 
by chance, are not to be held moral. Now the 
nature of purposets well explained by Aristotle, 
when he says that its object 2s all such volun- 
tary actton as ts the result of dehberation. 
And what then ts the object of deliberation ? 
Let us consider that: for men, wt 2s evident, do 
not delibcrate about all matters alike ; sence in 
addition to their continually not deliberating in 
cases when they ought, there ave many matters 
about which delcberation rs out of the questron. 
Thus uo one delrberates about what ts tn rts 
nature enemutable, as how to alter vulgarity of 
a people's member of Parliament; nor about 
necessary things, as how to alleviate the misery 
of the starving poor; nor about things of 
chance, as how to prevent the dissemination of 
cholera; nor, again, about remote things which 
do not concern us, as, to use a former instance, 
how to alleviate the misery of the starving 
poor; nor does anyone deliberate about wm- 
posstble things, as how to check the potsonous 
adulteration of food ; nor about things that are 
M2 
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past and lost, as how to do anything for the 
glory of England; nor, lastly, do we deleberate 
about things we do not care about, as how to 
ge that lost glory back again. Deliberation, 
then, only takes place about such matters as 
our own agency can effect, and which we wish 
it should effect. Vertue, therefore, being thus 
based on deliberation, 1s manifestly not one of 
those things that come to us by nature whether 
we will or no; but wt ts acquired by habit. 
The genus of moral virtue 1s a habit. But 
what special sort of habit? and how does zt 
differ from all other habits? Let us consider 
this. 

‘We must remember, first, that tt ts the 
office of every virtue to perfect that of which it 
as the vertue. Thus wt ws the virtue of a 
modern London house to be as badly built as 
possible and not be seen to be so; wt ws the 
virtue of an ensured ship not to appear unsea- 
worthy before she does so to the crew as she ts 
Joundering ; and it rs the virtue of butcher’s 
meat, groceries and so forth, not to appear un- 
jit for human consumption. In the same way 
moral virtue, or the virtue of a man, ts that 
which makes him appear to be one thing to the 
world, whilst in reality he ts another. Such 
being the case, it 1s plain that in trying to be 
virtuous, we may, as tin most other things, do 
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too much, or too little; and what ts right will 
be a mean lying between these two extremes. 
Now of means there are two kinds, the absolute 
and the relative, either of whith we can find 
7n anything that 1s continuous ; the former, as 
when we take the bisecting point ina straight 
line, which rs for all men one and the same; 
the latter, as when we take the mean point or 
thing with reference to ourselves, in which case 
wt well differ with our different requirements. 
Thus, tf three be too small a number, and 
seventy-five too great, simply as an arithmetical 
problem, we take thirty-nine to be the mean, 
which exceeds three by as much as ut 1s exceeded 
by seventy-five ; but with reference to ourselves 
wecannot so decide. For thirty-nine articles of 
religion may be too few for the present Arch- 
bishop of Westminster, and three may be too 
many for the Dean. Or again between iool. 
and 20l., the mean with regard to the matter 
ttself would be 60l., but with regard to our- 
selves, not so. For 60l. would be too little to 
offer to a cook, and too much to offer to a 
curate. Soin lke manner that equality which 
constitutes moral virtue 1s not the absolute, but 
the relative mean. Moral virtue, then, we 
shall define to bea certain state, or habct of 
purpose, conforming in action to the relative 
mean, and adjusted to that mean as the worldly 
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or snobbish man would adjust tt. At this 
point we shall pause a moment to make a very 
slight change in the accepted terminology of the 
subject. We have hitherto spoken of the virtue 
of the vulgar classes as being a mean. We 
consider, however, that our language will be 
less ambiguous, tf we take another form of the 
same word, and agree to call tt a meanness. 
Moral virtue, then, 7s a meanness lying between 
two vices, its extremes; the one vice being that 
of excess, the other that of defect. Thus tt ts 
possible for a habit of mind to be so unrestrained 
and vehement, that the acts tt produces at once 
betray their motives and obtrude them on the 
observer ; wt 7s possible for zt, also, on the other 
hand, to be so weak and nerveless as never to 
produce any acts at all. For instance, the 
habit of thought in a clergyman may be so 
strong and unrestrained as to lead him to speak 
his whole conclusions out,and so gct deprived of 
his hving ; or on the other hand zt may be so 
weak and undeveloped, that he comes to no con- 
clusions at all, and so dies in a curacy; the 
meanness between these two extremes being 
what 1s called vagueness, or the absence of any 
defined opinions, whith is a great merit, and 
leads, in the Established Church, to high pre- 
Serment. So also with habits of action, the 
general name given to the true meanness ts 
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worldliness, whereof the excess ts snobbishness, 
and the defect independence: worldliness 
being in its essence the former of these, and in 
ats aspect the latter. Whence tt follows that 
we may yet further generally define the moral 
meanness, as that which ts inwardly one ex- 
treme, and which zs outwardly the other.’ 
‘Now,’ said Laurence, ‘though I don’t 
suppose the writer of this really cared two 
straws whether the majority of people were 
mean and vulgar or no, there is a great deal 
of truth in what he says: and I think in our 
ideally good society one of the first things we 
want is that it shall be unmixed and genuine; 
I mean, all its members must be of it, as well 
as init. They must give it its prestige. We 
must have none that merely get their res- 
tige from it.’ 
‘Well,’ said Allen, ‘no doubt this exclusion 
is better, if it could be only managed.’ 
‘Don’t let us think yet,’ said Laurence, 
‘about how tomanageit. Let ussee what we 
want first, and see what it costs afterwards.’ 
‘I certainly believe,’ said Miss Merton, 
‘that what I consider the extremely bad 
manners of a great many very fine ladies 
would all go, if a stop were put to this 
jostling and scrambling that goes on about 
them, as Mr. Laurence proposes.’ 
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‘See,’ said Laurence, ‘here is one good 
fruit of exclusion at once—the redemption of 
our manners ; and a most important fruit too, 
I think ; for I hope we all start with the un- 
derstanding that our society, ideally good as 
it is, is above none of those outward graces 
and refinements of behaviour and ways of 
living that give us such pleasure now, when 
we find them.’ 

‘And manner too, Mr. Laurence,’ broke 
in Lady Ambrose, ‘as well as manners 
Think what a charm there is in a really 
charming manner.’ 

‘ There is indeed,’ exclaimed Mr. Stockton. 
‘The dear Duchess of for instance— 
why, there’s a fascination even in the way in 
which she says yooa morning.’ 

‘Ah yes,’ said Lady Ambrose. ‘ Now, 
there’s what I call a really perfect manner 
for you.’ 

‘Very well,’ said Laurence, ‘and whatever 
is a really perfect manner, in our ideal society 
we must all have it.’ 

‘I must confess,’ said Allen, ‘that I get 
very sick sometimes of our conventional 
society manners; and I often long to have 
a good genuine savage to talk to.’ 

‘That,’ said Laurence, ‘is because of all 
the social shams that we have just agreed to 
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get rid of. And to call the manner of society 
conventional, conveys no greater blame 
than if you were to call language con- 
ventional. For manner is but a second 
language, of which the best society speaks the 
purest dialect—the Attic, in fact. And as 
with language, so with manner, the more 
uniformity there is in it in some ways, the 
nicer shades of individuality shall we be able 
to express by it in others.’ 

‘Well,’ said Allen, shortly, ‘ perhaps it is 
so. You are very likely right.’ 

‘And in manner, said Laurence, ‘I in- 
clude one too—that special and indescribable 
way of looking at things, and speaking of 
things, which characterises good society, and 
distinguishes it from the rest of the world so 
completely, and yet by marks so subtle that 
they would utterly escape the notice of those 
who don’t know their meaning—that little 
extra stroke of polishing that brings to light 
such countless new delicate veins in the 
marble of life—the little extra stroke of the 
brush that puts a new refinement, and self- 
possession, into the face. As Browning says 
of a very different subject — 


Oh, the little more, and how much it is, 
And the little less, and what worlds away, 


170 THE NEW REPUBLIC, 


And this is something quite independent of 
any special ability or special quality on the 
part of the individual people themselves ; 
though of course the more gifted and culti- 
vated they are, the greater will its charm 
be.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Miss Merton thoughtfully, 
and half to herself, ‘I think all that is quite 
true.’ 

‘Of course,’ said Laurence, ‘I know that 
tone alone can only make society good in a 
very narrow sense of the word. I merely 
mean that no amount of other qualities can 
make it really good, without tone.’ 

‘I don’t in the least object,’ said Allen, 
‘to the marble being polished; but what I 
want first to be sure of is, that it is worth 
polishing.’ 

‘Quite so, said Laurence. ‘What we 
must now consider is, what are all those 
special qualities and accomplishments, which 
will make a really perfect society the best 
among the best—such things as wit, know- 
ledge, experience, humour, and so on—the 
veins, in fact, in the marble, that can be 
brought out by the polish.’ 

‘Ah, yes, my dear Laurence,’ began Mr. 
Luke, ‘this is the great thing that we shall 
have to decide about; and it is this very 
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thing that I am always telling the world 
is—— 

But he was interrupted by the advent 
of Mr. Herbert, who, with the exception of 
Mr. Storks and Dr. Jenkinson, was the only 
member of the party not already there. Mr. 
Herbert's whole aspect surprised everyone. 
At luncheon, as all remembered, he had been 
melancholy and desponding; but his face 
now wore a bright smile, and there was 
something that was almost gaiety in his 
elastic step. No one, however, ventured 
to ask him the reason of this pleasing 
change; but as he held an open newspaper 
in his hand, which he had apparently just 
received, it occurred to most that he must 
have seen in it ‘something to his advan- 
tage.’ 

‘Well,’ he exclaimed to Laurence, in a 
manner quite in keeping with his look, ‘and 
tell me now how are you getting on with your 
new Republic? You ought to make a very 
beautiful thing out of it—all of you together, 
with so many charming ladies.’ 

‘Do you think so?’ said Laurence, in 
great surprise at this cheerful view of things. 

‘Yes,’ answered Mr. Herbert, slowly and 
with decision. ‘Ladies I always think, so 
long as they are good and honest, have 
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beautiful imaginations. And now, let me 
ask you how you have set to work.’ 

Laurence explained to him that they had 
begun, on Leslie’s suggestion, with consider- 
ing what society, or the life of the highest 
classes, would be at its best; and that they 
were going to see afterwards what was 
implied in this. 

‘Indeed!’ said Mr. Herbert medita- 
tively. ‘Now, that is a really beautiful way 
of going about the business. And how far, 
let me ask you, have you got with your 
picture of these highest classes? I trust 
at all events that you have made a good 
beginning.’ 

‘A beginning,’ said Laurence, ‘is all that 
we have made. We have agreed that our 
society is to have the utmost polish, ease, 
and grace of manner, and the completest 
savoty-vivre. It is, in fact, to be a sort of 
exemplar of human life at its highest con- 
ceivable completeness.’ 

‘Excuse me,’ said Mr. Herbert, ‘but the 
ways of polite life, and the manners of fine 
ladies and gentlemen, are beautiful only as 
the expression of a beautiful spirit! . They 
are altogether hateful as the ornament or the 
covering of a vile one.’ 

‘Yes, Herbert, yes,’ exclaimed Mr. Luke, 
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with a long sigh. ‘And I was just going to 
say this, when you joined us—that to make 
society really good—even really brilliant and 
entertaining—one thing is wanted, and that is 
true and genuine culture. Zhez let us have 
the polish by all means; but let it be a 
diamond we polish, and not a pebble. Our 
society must be one that does not merely 
dance, and hunt, and shoot. It must think, 
and reason, and read. It must be familiar— 
the whole of it must be familiar—with the 
great thoughts of the world, the great facts of 
the world, and the great books of the world. 
You want all this, if you would be perfectly 
brilliant in your sa/ons, as well as really pro- 
found in your studies.’ 

This was assented to by nearlyall. Lady 
Ambrose however looked a little uncomfort- 
able, and not quite satisfied about some- 
thing. 

‘Don’t you think,’ she said at last, ‘ that if 
everyone is to have so much culture, society 
will tend to become—well—just a little——’ 

‘Well, Lady Ambrose ?’ said Laurence. 

‘Well, just a little bit d/ve. It will be all 
too bookish, if you understand what I mean. 
Don’t you know when anyone comes to see 
you in London, and will talk of nothing but 
books, one always fancies it is because he isn’t 
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— it’s very uncharitable to say so, but still it’s 
true—because he isn’t very much in society, 
and doesn’t know many people to talk about ?’ 

‘I always think it such a blessing,’ said 
Lord Allen, ‘to find anyone who will talk 
about books, and will not be perpetually bor- 
ing one with vulgar gossip and scandal.’ 

‘Oh, so do I,’ said Lady Ambrose eagerly, 
‘but that was not what I meant exactly. Mr. 
Laurence knows what I mean; I’m sure he 
does. Noonecan delight in a book more than 
I; but still—’ she said, pausing to think how 
much of what she considered culture was to be 
found in those London drawing-rooms where 
she felt her own life completest, ‘still— 
somehow—’ she said with a faint smile, ‘ it is 
possible to be too literary, isn’t it, as well as 
too anything else ?’ 

‘Perfectly true, Lady Ambrose,’ said Mr. 
Luke—Lady Ambrose was delighted—‘ peo- 
ple continually ave too literary—to my cost I 
know it; and that is because the world at large 
—what is called the reading world even more 
than the non-reading world—are hopelessly at 
sea as to what books are, and what they really 
do for us. In other words, if you will forgive 
my harping as I do upon a single expression, 
they lack culture.’ 

‘Why, I thought culture was books and 
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literariness, and all that,’ Lady Ambrose 
murmured half aloud, with a look of be- 
wilderment. Mr. Herbert however suddenly 
came to her rescue. 

‘Now, all this,’ he said, ‘is most interesting; 
but I feel myself, something as I imagine Lady 
Ambrose does, that I should like to know 
a little more clearly what culture is, and what 
you mean by it, when you call it the essence 
of good society.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Lady Ambrose, ‘this is just 
what I like. Come, Mr. Luke, suppose you 
were to tell us.’ 

‘Suppose,’ said Mr. Luke with an august 
wave of his hand, ‘instead of that we ask Mr. 
Laurence to tell us. No one cando so better 
than he. I, Lady Ambrose, have perhaps 
grown something too much of a specialist to 
be able to put these things in a sufficiently 
popular way.’ 

‘Ah,’ said Mr. Herbert, ‘ this is really nice. 
I shall like to listen to this. But you must 
allow me to be merely a listener, and not ask 
me for instruction. I assure you | am here 
altogether to be instructed.’ 

Laurence, with some diffidence, assented 
to what was asked of him; and there was a 
general rustling onall sides of the party settling 
themselves down more luxuriously on the 
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grass, Every influence of the summer afternoon 
conspired to make all take kindly to the topic 
—the living airy whisper of the leaves over- 
head, the wandering scents of the flowers 
that the breeze just made perceptible, the 
musical splash of the fountain in its quiet 
restlessness, the luxury of the mossy turf as 
soft as sleep or rose-leaves, and a far faint 
murmur of church-bells that now and then 
invaded the ear gently, like a vague appealing 
dream. Mr. Saunders even was caressed by 
his flattered senses into peacefulness; the 
high and dry light of the intellect ceased to 
scintillate in his eyes; the spirit of progress 
condescended to take a temporary doze. 
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CIIAPTER II. 


me ND now, Mr. Laurence,’ said Lady 
Ambrose, ‘begin at the begin- 
ning, please, and don’t do as Lord 
Kennington did at the Eton and 
Harrow match the other day—go talking to 
me about “overs,” and “long-stops,” and 
things like that, before I was even quite sure 
of the difference between “ out” and “in.”’ 

‘Of course, Laurence began, smiling 
with a little prefatory shyness, ‘we can all 
understand the difference between a coarse 
‘common rustic palate, like that of the burly 
farmer, for instance, who just enjoys food in 
a brute way when he is hungry, and drink so 
long as it is spirituous at all times; and the 
palate of the true epicure, that is sensitive to 
taste as the nicest ear is to music, and can 
discriminate perfectly all the subtle semitones 
and chords of flavour. Well, transfer this 
image from the mouth to the mind, and 
there's the whole thing in a nutshell. There 
is culture and no culture. A person is really 
N 
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cultivated when he can taste not only the 
broad flavours of life—gulping its joys and 
sorrows down, either with a vulgar grimace 
of disgust, or an equally vulgar hearty vo- 
racity ; but when with a delicate self-posses- 
sion he appreciates all the subtler taste of 
things, when he discriminates between joy 
and joy, between sorrow and sorrow, between 
love and love, between career and career ; 
discerning in all incidents and emotions their 
beauty, their pathos, their absurdity, or their 
tragedy, as the case may be.’ 

‘You mean, then,’ said Miss Merton, 
‘that a man of the highest culture is a sort of 
emotional doz vivant ?’ 

‘That surely is hardly a fair way—’ began 
Laurence. 

‘Excuse me, my dear Laurence,’ broke 
in Mr Luke, in his most magnificent of 
manners, ‘it is perfectly fair—it is admirably 
‘ fair. Emotional doz vzvant!’ he exclaimed. 
‘] thank Miss Merton for teaching me that 
word! for it may remind us all,’ Mr. Luke 
continued, drawing out his words slowly, as 
if he liked the taste of them, ‘how near our 
view of the matter is to that of a certain 
Galilean peasant—of whom Miss Merton has 
perhaps heard—who described the highest 
culture by just the same metaphor, as a 
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hunger and a thirst after righteousness. Our 
notion of it differs only from his, from the 
Zeitgeist having made it somewhat wider.’ 

Miss Merton, in her inmost soul, did any- 
thing but return Mr. Luke’s compliment, and 
consider his comment on her words as either 
admirably or perfectly fair. However, she 
held her peace. The thoughts of Lady 
Ambrose had been flowing in a slightly dif- 
ferent direction. 

‘But what I want to ask,’ she said, ‘is 
this. I want to know why it is that whenever 
one hears it said, “Oh, So-and-so is a very 
culttvated person,” one always expects to find 
him—well, almost half professional as it were, 
or at least able to talk of nothing but music, 
or painting, or books? I mean, a man who's 
merely a cultivated person doesn’t seem ever 
to be quite a man of the world, or to be much 
good in society, except when one wants him 
to talk on his own subjects—I hate people 
myself who ave subjects—and then, ten to 
one, he doesn’t know when to leave off. Now, 
Mr. Laurence, I see you want to interrupt 
me; but do let me say my say. A right 
amount of culture is of course delightful, and 
personally, I don’t much care for people who 
haven't gotit. But too much of it—I’m sure, 


Mr. Laurence, you must agree with me at 
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heart—is a mistake. And that, you know, is 
all I mean about it; nothing more than 
that.’ 

‘Ah,’ said Laurence, smiling, ‘I think I 
see what it is. You w2// look on culture as 
some special kind of accomplishment or taste, 
like music ; and you think that in some special 
way it is bound up with books; and books 
you look upon as something special also, 
beginning and ending with themselves; and, 
unless I am much mistaken, you think that 
the more books a man has read, the more 
cultivated you may safely call him.’ 

‘Not all books,’ said Lady Ambrose in 
an injured tone. ‘Of course I don’t mean 
trashy novels, and of course I don’t mean 
blue-books, or books of history.’ 

‘But what I want first of all to impress 
on you, said Laurence, ‘is that whatever its 
relation to books may be, culture is by no 
means a bookish thing, or a thing that ought 
to be less in place at Hurlingham than at 
the South Kensington Museum. Nor is it 
in any sense a hobby, or a special taste, to 
be gratified at the expense of anything else. 
Instead of that, it 1s the education of. all our 
tastes, of all our powers of enjoying life; and, 
so far from its being a thing for recluses, and 
a substitute for society, it is only when natu- 
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ralised in the best society that it can at all do 
itself justice in expressing itself outwardly, or 
even exist in any completeness inwardly.’ 

Lady Ambrose smiled, and looked more 
interested, and began to give Laurence her 
most intelligent attention. 

‘Still,’ Laurence went on, ‘culture and 
books have a good deal to do with one 
another; and since they are so bound up to- 
gether in your mind, let us try to see at once 
what the relation really is. Let us begin, 
then, with that part of culture which in this 
sense is most bound up with books—most 
bound up because it cannot be got without 
them ; the part of culture, I mean, that comes 
from the knowledge of the past—from a know- 
ledge of history, in short, or parts of history.’ 

Lady Ambrose here took Laurence fairly 
aback by the way in which she repeated the 
word ‘ History !’ 

‘Well, judging from the results I have 
seen, she said, with an amount of decision in 
her voice that was positively startling, ‘I can- 
not say, Mr. Laurence, that I agree with you. 
And I think that on this subject I have a 
right to speak.’ 

‘What on earth caz the woman be mean- 
ing ?’ said Mr. Luke to himself. 

‘It is not a fortnight ago,’ Lady Ambrose 
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went on, ‘that I sat at dinner by somebody 
—I won't tell you his name—who had not 
only read heaven knows how much history, 
but had written, I believe, even more than he 
had read. And what do you think this good 
man did during all the early part of dinner? 
Why, he did nothing but fume, and fret, and 
bluster, so that everyone was made uncom- 
fortable, simply because somebody said that 
King Harold was not quite so excellent a 
character as the late Prince Consort; and I 
heard him muttering, “ What monstrous in- 
justice! What monstrous ignorance!” to 
himself for nearly half an hour. I don’t think 
I ever saw such a—I was going to say,’ said 
Lady Ambrose, laughing softly, ‘such a beast 
—but I won't; I'll say a bear instead. At 
last, however—I don’t know how it came 
about—he said to me, in a very solemn voice, 
“What a terrible defeat that was which we 
had at Bouvines!” I answered timidly—not 
thinking we were at war with anyone—that I 
had seen nothing about it in the papers. 
“H’m!”" he said, giving a sort of a grunt 
that made me feel dreadfully ignorant, 
“why, I had an Excursus on it myself in the 
‘Archeological Gazette,’ only last week.” 
And, do you know, it turned out that the 
Battle of Bouvines was fought in the 
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thirteenth century, and had, as far as I could 
make out, something to do with Magna 
Charta. Now, Mr. Laurence, if that’s the 
sort of culture one gets from studying 
history, I’m glad I’ve forgotten even the 
names of the twelve Czsars, and the dates 
of the kings of England. Besides,’ Lady 
Ambrose added, ‘it makes one think what 
a serious thing it is to lose a battle, if 
people are to be made so cross about it six 
hundred years afterwards.’ 

‘I quite agree with you,’ said Laurence, 
‘that if that’s the sort of culture one gets 
from history, we had better never open a 
history book again. But history, Lady 
Ambrose, has very little to do with the 
Battle of Bouvines, and nothing with the 
character of Harold.’ 

‘Then what has it got to do with ?’ 
asked Lady Ambrose incredulously. ‘It 
certainly has to do with kings, and wars, and 
facts, and dates, hasn’t it ?’ 

‘What people call facts,’ said Laurence, 
‘are only the dry bones of history. It is 
quite true that most professed historians have 
hitherto, instead of painting the face of the 
past, simply made discrepant notes about 
the shape of its skull: everything that could 
give the shape of the skull the least signifi- 
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cance they left unthought of, or dismissed it 
in an occasional chapter. But really the 
least important of all the world’s events are 
those that you can localise exactly, and put 
an exact date to; those which alone most 
historians see.’ 

‘But,’ interposed Miss Merton, ‘don't 
you call such things as the events in Czsar's 
life, for instance, or Hildebrand’s, history ?’ 

‘Looked on simply as_ events,’ said 
Laurence, ‘I call them biography, or I call 
them z//ustrations of history; but I do not 
call them history. History, in its true sense, 
is a travelling in the past; the best of 
histories would be but the carriage or the 
steamboat you travelled by ; your histories of 
dates and battles are at best but the Brad- 
shaws and the railway-maps. Our past must 
be an extension of the present, or it is no 
real past. Now I expect, Lady Ambrose, 
that, in its true sense, you know a good deal 
more history than you are aware of. I saw 
you reading Saint-Simon yesterday evening, 
and you alluded to Grammont’s Memoirs at 
dinner.’ 

‘Oh, of course,’ said Lady Ambrose, 
‘books like that! But, then, they really give 
you such a notion of the times, and quite 
take you back to them.’ 
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‘Nothing is history that does not,’ said 
Laurence. 

‘Really,’ exclaimed Lady Ambrose, 
brightening. ‘Il ya plus de vingt ans que 
je dis de la prose, sans que j’en susse rien.” 
And so it seems that I have known history 
without suspecting it, just as M. Jourdain 
talked prose.’ 

‘Pardon me,’ cried Mr. Saunders, ‘if I 
interrupt you for a moment; but, Mr. 
Laurence, though I admit that there is a 
great deal of truth in what you say, you 
have not even alluded to the great function 
of history, nor have you even hinted at the 
great use of facts. However, perhaps I had 
better reserve what I have to say on this, as 
well as on certain other matters, till by-and- 
by.’ 

‘Very well,’ said Laurence, ‘if history, 
then, is a travelling in the past—what else it 
is, as Mr. Saunders says, we can talk of after- 
wards—don’'t yousee what it does for us, Lady 
Ambrose, in the way of culture—does for us, 
not as students, but as men and women of 
the world? Just think for a moment what 
our own age would seem to us if all the past, 
beyond the memories of our grandfathers, 
was a blank to us; and then think how 
infinitely our minds are enlarged, how a 
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freer air, as it were, seems to blow through 
them, even from that vague knowledge of the 
past afloat in the world, which we pick up 
here and there as we go along. Even that 
has an effect upon us. It prevents us being, 
as we else should be, merely ¢emforal people, 
who are just as narrow-minded and dull as 
those merely /ocal people—the natives of a 
neighbourhood—who wear gorgeous ribands 
at flower-shows in the country. Don’t you 
remember last year, when I was staying with 
you, how you pointed some of them out to 
me, and how amused you were at their ways 
and their finery ?’ 

Lady Ambrose smiled and nodded. 

‘Go on, Mr. Laurence—I can understand 
all this,’ she said. ‘But I wantto hear a 
little more.’ 

‘Well,’ said Laurence, ‘your own know- 
ledge of the history of France and England 
during the last two hundred years—you 
know well enough how that has made you, 
in a certain sense, more a woman of the 
world. What would you be, for instance, if 
you never knew that there had been a 
French Revolution, oran English Revolution 
—a Cromwell, ora Louis Quatorze, ora Mira- 
beau? But your knowledge of history does 
not end here, You know something, at any 
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rate, of the feudal times. You know what a 
castle was like, what a knight was like, what a 
monk was like. You know something, too, 
of Roman and Greek history; and, come— 
to go no farther—you know the Bible.’ 

‘I hope,’ said Lady Ambrose, in a voice 
of reproving solemnity, ‘that one would not 
call that history.’ 

‘Certainly not,’ said Mr. Saunders, with 
a small suppressed chuckle. 

‘At all events, proceeded Laurence, 
ignoring these interruptions, ‘you know 
something of Rome, and Greece, and 
Palestine, and Egypt; and each of these 
names is really a little aérial chariot which 
carries your imagination back as you pro- 
nounce it into some remote age, when life 
was different from what it is now. So is the 
mind widened by even a little vague history. 
Or, just repeat to yourself such words as 
France and /taly, and think for a moment of 
the effect of them. They are not mere names 
—mere geographical expressions ; but they 
are spells which evoke, whether you will or no, 
hosts of subtle associations, rising up like spirits 
out of the past centuries, and hovering in the 
air round you with their unbidden influence, 
and mixing with all your notions of Europe 
as itisnow. Or, would you feel the matter 
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more strongly yet, think, when you are 
travelling, what but for history would Venice 
be, or Athens, or Jerusalem? If it were 
not for history, be it never so vaguely 
understood, would you find the same 
indescribable fascination in Rome ?’ 

‘I never was at Rome,’ said Lady 
Ambrose. ‘We're going there next winter 
with the Kenningtons.’ 

This piece of intelligence brought 
Laurence to a stop. Mr. Rose, however. 
whose imagination had been fired by all 
this talk about history, suddenly broke 
forth. 

‘And also,’ he exclaimed, ‘is it not by 
history alone that we can in our day learn 
anything of the more subtle and gorgeous 
dyes that life is capable of taking—how fair a 
thing it may be, how rich in harmonious 
freedom, and beauty of form, and love, and 
passionate friendship ? Why, but for history, 
what should we be now but a flock of list- 
less barbarians, dveparwy adjtyKior popdatos 
gupovres eixy mavra? Would not all life’s 
choicer and subtler pleasures be lost to us, if 
Athens did not still live to redeem us from 
the bondage of the middle age, and if the 
Italian Renaissance—that strange child of 
Aphrodite and Tannhaiiser, did not still live 
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to stimulate us out of the torpor of the 
present age? What, but for history, should 
we know, cried Mr. Rose, ‘of the xdpis of 
Greece, of the lust of Rome, of the strange 
secrets of the Borgias? Consider, too, the 
bowers of quiet, full of sweet dreams, that 
history will always keep for us—how it 
surrounds the house of the present with the 
boundless gardens of the past—gardens rich in 
woods, and waters, and flowers, and outlooks 
on illimitable seas. Think of the immortal 
dramas which history sets before us; of the 
keener and profounder passions which it 
shows in action, of the exquisite groups and 
figures it reveals to us, of nobler mould than 
ours—Harmodius and Aristogeiton, Achilles 
and Patroclus, David and Jonathan, our 
English Edward and the fair Piers Gaveston, 
Gua Tt’ wkvpopos Kat Gilupds qept TavTwr, OF, 
above all, those two by the agnus castus and 
the plane-tree where Ilyssus flowed,’—Mr. 
Rose's voice gradually subsided,‘ and where 
the Attic grasshoppers chirped in_ shrill 
summer choir.’ 

‘At any rate, Lady Ambrose,’ Laurence 
resumed briskly, ‘you now see something of 
the way in which history gives us culture; 
and you see, too,—this is the chief point I 
want to impress upon you,—that in history, 
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and many other things as well, books are 
only the telescopes through which we see 
distant facts; and we no more become Jd00k- 
zsh by such a use of books than you became 
opttcat when you looked through your 
telescope in Gloucestershire, and saw Captain 
Audley, at the bottom of the park, proposing 
to your under-keeper’s daughter.’ 

‘I really do believe,’ said Lady Ambrose, 
‘that that man is a little off his head. How- 
ever, she went on laughing, ‘I give up about 
the bookishness, Mr. Laurence, and I dare 
say one really is the better for knowing 
something about history; but still, I can’t 
help thinking that the chief thing to know 
about is, after all, the life about one, and that 
knowledge, just like charity, should begin at 
home.’ 

‘There,’ said Laurence, ‘we quite agree ; 
and that, if 1 managed to express myself 
clearly, was the very thing that I set out with 
saying. It zs with the life about us that all our 
concern lies; and culture’s double end is simply 
this—to make us appreciate that life, and to 
make that life worth appreciating. We only 
study the past to adorn our present, or to make 
our view of it clearer. And now, since we have 
at any rate suggested how this is done, let us 
put the past, and the distant too—everything, 
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in fact, to which books are only the telescopes 
—out of our minds altogether, and merely 
consider the real heart of the matter—culture 
and the present. I tried to explain just now 
that we meant by a man of culture one on 
whom none of the finer flavours of life are 
lost—who can appreciate, sympathise with, 
criticise, all the scenes, situations, sayings, or 
actions around him—a sad or happy love- 
affair, a charm of manner and conversation, 
a beautiful sunset, or a social absurdity. I 
declare,’ said Laurence, ‘I could tell better 
whether a man was really cultivated, from the 
way in which he talked gossip, or told a story, 
than from the way in which he discussed a 
poem or a picture.’ 

‘Certainly,’ said Leslie. ‘I don’t call a 
woman cultivated who bothers me at dinner 
first with discussing this book and then that 
—whose one perpetual question is, “ Have 
you read So-and-so?” But I call a woman 
cultivated who responds and who knows what 
I mean as we pass naturally from subject 
to subject—who by a flash or a softness in 
her eyes, by a slight gesture of the hand, 
by a sigh, by a flush in the cheek, makes 
me feel as I talk of some lovely scene that 
she too could love it—as I speak of love or 
sorrow, makes me feel that she herself has 
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known them ; as I speak of ambition, or exzuz, 
or hope, or remorse, or loss of character, 
makes me feel that all these are not mere 
names to her, but things.’ 

‘Do you call me cultivated, Mr. Leslie ?’ 
whispered Mrs. Sinclair, in a soft paren- 
thesis. 

‘I mean,’ said Leslie, finishing, ‘I like to 
hear each key I touch make, not a dead thud, 
as on a piece of wood, but strike a musical 
string.’ 

‘Good,’ murmured Mr. Rose; ‘that is 
good! Yes,’ he continued, ‘the aim of culture, 
if Mr. Leslie will lend me his nice metaphor, 
is indeed to make the soul a musical instru- 
ment, which may yield music either to itself 
or to others, at any appulse from without ; 
and the more elaborate a man’s culture is, the 
richer and more composite can this music be. 
The minds of some men are like a simple 
pastoral reed. Only single melodies, and 
these unaccompanied, can be played upon 
them—glad or sad; whilst the minds of 
others, who look at things from countless 
points of view, and realise, as Shakespeare 
did, their composite nature—their ‘minds 
become, as Shakespeare’s was, like a great 
orchestra. Or sometimes,’ said Mr. Rose 
dreamily, as if his talk was lapsing into a 
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soliloquy, ‘when he is a mere passive ob- 
server of things, letting impressions from 
without move him as they will, I would 
compare the man of culture to an ®olian 
harp, which the winds at will play through— 
a beautiful face, a rainbow, a ruined temple, 
a death-bed, or a line of poetry, wandering in 
like a breath of air amongst the chords of 
his soul, touching note after note into soft 
music, and at last gently dying away into 
silence.’ 

‘Well, now,’ said Laurence, in a very 
mattec-of-fact tone, for he saw that Mr. Rose’s 
dreamy manner always tended to confuse 
Lady Ambrose, ‘since we are now clear that 
the aim of culture is to make us better com: 
pany as men and women of the world, let us 
consider a little farther how culture is at- 
tained. We have just spoken of histories 
and other books, which merely bring us face 
to face with facts that would else be out of 
our reach. We now come to two other things 
—the facts of the life about us, the facts 
which experience teaches us, and to which all 
other facts are secondary; and, farther, to 
the way in which all this knowledge—the 
knowledge of the living present especially—is 
(for we have really not talked of this at all 
yet) turned into culture. Mere acquaintance 

oO 
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with facts will not do it; mere experience of 
facts will not do it. A woman, for instance, 
may have had all kinds of experience— 
society, sorrow, love, travel, remorse, distrac- 
tion—and yet she may not be cultivated. She 
may have gone through everything only half 
consciously. She may never have recognised 
what her life has been. What is needed to 
teach her—to turn this raw material into 
culture? Here, Lady Ambrose, we come 
to our friends the books again—not, however, 
to such books as histories, but to books of art, 
to poetry, and books akin to poetry. The 
former do but enlarge our own common ex- 
perience. The latter are an experience in 
themselves, and an experience that interprets 
all former experiences. The mind, if I may 
borrow an illustration from photography, is a 
sensitised plate, always ready to receive the 
images made by experience on it. Poetry is 
the developing solution, which first makes 
these images visible. Or, to put it in 
another way, if some books are the telescopes 
with which we look at distant facts, poetry— 
I use the word in its widest sense—is a magic 
mirror which shows us the facts about us 
reflected in it as no telescope or microscope 
could show them to us. Leta person of ex- 
perience look into this, and experience then 
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becomes culture. For in that magic mirror 
we see our life surrounded with issues view- 
less to the common eye. We see it com- 
passed about with chariots of fire and with 
horses of fire. Then we know the real 
aspect of our joys and sorrows. We see the 
lineaments, we look into the eyes of thoughts, 
and desires, and associations, which had been 
before unseen and scarcely suspected pre- 
sences—dim swarms clustering around our 
every action. Then how all kinds of objects 
and of feelings begin to cling together in our 
minds! A single sense or a single memory 
is touched, and a thrill runs through count- 
less others. The smell of autumn woods, the 
colour of dying fern, may turn by a subtle 
transubstantiation into pleasures and faces 
that will never come again—a red sunset and 
a windy sea-shore into a last farewell, and the 
regret of a lifetime.’ 

Laurence had chosen these illustrations of 
his quite at random; but he was fortunate in 
the last in a way which he never dreamt of. 
Lady Ambrose, in her early and unwise days, 
had actually had a love-affair. She had been 
engaged to a handsome young Guardsman, 
with only eleven hundred a year, and no 
prospects but debts; and though she had 


successfully exchanged him for Sir George 
03 
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and his million of money, she still sometimes 
recalled him, and the wild September evening 
when she had seen her last of him upon 
Worthing pier. 

‘ Ah,’ she exclaimed, with some emotion 
in her voice, ‘I know exactly what you mean 
now. Why, there have been poems at one time 
or another of one’s life, that one could really 
hardly bear to hear repeated. Now, there’s 
that of Byron’s, “ When we two parted.” I 
don’t even know if it is right to think it a 
good poem—but still, do you know, there 
was a time when, just because it was con- 
nected with something—it almost made me 
cry if anyone repeated or sang it—one of my 
brothers, I know, who had a beautiful voice, 
was always ’ Lady Ambrose here grew 
conscious that she was showing more feeling 
than she thought at all becoming. She 
blushed, she stammered a little, and then, 
making a rush at another topic, ‘ But what is 
Mr. Rose,’ she exclaimed, ‘saying about the 
Clock-tower and the Thames Embankment ?’ 

‘I was merely thinking,’ said Mr. Rose, 
who had been murmuring to himself at in- 
tervais for some time, ‘of a delicious walk I 
took last week, by the river side, between 
Charing Cross and Westminster. The great 
clock struck the chimes of midnight; a cool 
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wind blew; and there went streaming on the 
wide wild waters with long vistas of reflected 
lights wavering and quivering in them; and 
I roamed about for hours, hoping I might see 
some unfortunate cast herself from the 
Bridge of Sighs. It was a night I thought 
well in harmony with despair. Fancy,’ ex- 
claimed Mr. Rose, ‘the infinity of emotions 
which the sad sudden splash in the dark river 
would awaken in one’s mind—and all due to 
that one poem of Hood's!’ 

‘Yes,’ said Laurence, not having listened 
to Mr. Rose, who spoke, indeed, somewhat 
low, ‘ Yes,’ he said, continuing the same train 
of thought he had left off with, and looking 
first at Lady Ambrose and then at Miss 
Merton, ‘is it not poetry that does all this 
for the world? I use poetry in its widest 
sense, and include in it all imaginative litera- 
ture, and other art as well. Is it not the 
poet that gives our existence all its deepest 
colours, or enables us to give them to it our- 
selves? Is it not—if I may quote a transla- 
tion of Goethe that I made myself— 


Ist not the harmony that from his bosom springs, 
And back into itself the whole world brings ? 
When Nature round her spindle, cold and strong, 
Winds on and on the endless threads of things ; 
When all existences, a tuneless throng, 

Make discord as with angling strings, 
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Whose life-breath bids the flux of blind ereation 
Move to a rhythmic music of his own? 

Who calls each single thing to the common consecration, 
When rapturously it trembles into tone ? 

Who sets our wild moods and the storms in tune? 
Our sad moods, and the still eve’s crimson glow ? 
Who showers down all the loveliest flowers of Furze, 
Where she, the heart's beloved, will go? 

Who, of a few green leaves in silly twine, 

Makes toil’s immortal guerdon, art’s reward, 
Raises the mortal, draws down the divine? 

The power of man incarnate in the bard. 


And so,’ Laurence went on, ‘if it is to the 
bard that we owe all these fine things, we 
need surely not fear that we shall be thought 
bookish if we say that a society cannot be 
really good that does not as a body draw a 
large amount of its nourishment from the 
bard’s work. Of course in one sense poetry 
exists unwritten; but in the general run of 
people this will never properly awake itself, 
make itself available, but at the spell of 
written poetry. Nay, this is true even of the 
poet himself. Why else does he externalise 
his feelings—give them a body? As I say, 
however, the general catholic use of poetry 
is not to make us admire the poetry of poems 
but discern the poetry of life. I myself,’ 
Laurence went on, ‘am devoted to literature 


1 Vide Faust, Prologue for the Theatre. 
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as literature, to poetry as poetry. I value it 
not only because it makes me appreciate the 
originals of the things it deals with, but for 
itself. I often like the description of a 
sunset better than I like a sunset; I don't 
care two straws ahout Liberty, but my mind 
is often set all aglow by a good ode to her. 
I delight in, I can talk over, I can brood 
over, the form of a stanza, the music ofa line, 
the turn of a phrase, the flavour of an 
epithet. Few things give me such pleasure 
for the moment as an apt quotation from 
Horace or Shakespeare. But this, I admit, 
is a hobby—a private hobby—this distinct 
literary taste, just as a taste for blue china is, 
and must certainly not be confused with cul- 
ture in its deeper and wider sense.’ 

‘ Ah,’ said Mr. Rose earnestly, ‘ don’t des. 
pise this merely literary culture, as you cal’ 
it, or the pleasure it is to have at command 4 
beautiful quotation. As I have been lying 
on the bank here, this afternoon, and looking 
up into the trees, and watching the blue sky, 
glancing between the leaves of them—as I 
have been listening to the hum of the insects, 
or looking out with half-shut eyes towards 
the sea across the green rustling shrubs, and 
the red. rose-blossoms, fragments of poetry 
have been murmuring in my memory like a 
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swarm of bees, and have been carrying my 
fancy hither and thither in all manner of 
swift luxurious ways. The “ spreading 
favour,” for instance, of these trees that we 
sit under, brought just now into my mind 
those magical words of Virgil’s— 

O qui me gelidis in vallibus Haemi 

Sistat, et ingenti ramorum protegat umbri! 
What a picture there! What athrill it sent 
all through me, like a rush of enchanted 
wind! In another moment the verse that 
goes just before, also came to me— 
Virginibus bacchata Lacaenis 

Taygeta—— 
and into the delicious scene now around me 
—this beautiful modern garden—mixed in- 
stantly visions of Greek mountains, and 
ragged summits, and choirs of Laconian 
maidens maddened with a divine enthusiasm, 
and with fair white vesture wildly floating. 
Again, another line from the same poem, 
from the same passage, touched my memory, 
and changed, in a moment, the whole com- 
plexion of my feelings— 


Felix qui potuit rerum cognoscere causas. 
Think of that! The spirit is whirled 
away in a moment of time, and set amongst 
quite new images, quite other sources of 
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excitement. But again, in an_ instant, 
the splash of the fountain caught my ear, 
and awoke, I scarcely know how, the 
memory of some lines in one of Petrarch’s 
Epistles— 
Soporifero clausam qui murmure vallem 
Implet inexhausto descendens alveus amne— 


and my imagination, on the wings of the 
verses, was borne away floating towards 
Vaucluse. Think, then, within the space of 
five minutes how many thoughts and sensa- 
tions, composite and crowded, can, by the 
agency of mere literature, enrich the mind, 
and make life intenser.’ 

‘And I—’ said Laurence, smiling,—‘ do 
you see that far-away sail out on the horizon 
line p—well, I caught myself murmuring 
over a scrap of Milton, only two minutes 
ago— 

As when afar at sea a fleet descried 

Hangs in the clouds, by equinoctial gales 

Close sailing from Bengala. 
Why, I could go on capping verses with you 
the whole afternoon, if we had nothing else 
to do. But besides this, a knowledge of 
books as books has got another use. How 
it enriches conversation, by enabling us to 
talk by hints and allusions, and to convey so 
many more meanings than our actual words 
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express. I came across an exquisite instance 
of this the other day, in a book of anecdotes 
about the poet Rogers, which shows how a 
familiarity with the scenes even of Greek 
poetry may give a brilliance to fashionable 
talk in the nineteenth century. One evening 
at Miss Lydia White’s—she was a Tory, 
and well known then in society—a guest who 
was a Whig, said @ propos of the depressed 
state of his own party at the time, “ There is 
nothing left for us but to sacrifice a Tory 
virgin.” “Yes,” said Miss Lydia White, “ I 
believe there’s nothing the Whigs wouldn’t 
do 4o raise the wind.” But yet, after all, this 
is not ¢4e important thing, and I hope Lady 
Ambrose will forgive us for having talked so 
long about it.’ 

‘And so one mus¢ read a great deal, after 
all, to be really cultivated,’ said Lady Ambrose, 
in a disappointed tone. ‘ You've made culture 
seem so nice, that I feel positively quite 
ashamed to think how seldom now I look at 
a line of poetry, except, of course, when any- 
thing new comes out, that everybody must 
read,’ 

‘I don't think you need be afraid on that 
score, said Leslie. ‘If society is to be cul- 
tivated, it must, no doubt, read a good deal, 
as a body. But all its members need not. 
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With women especially, nothing startles me 
more than when I find sometimes how very 
far, if they have had any serious experience 
of the world and life, a very little poetry will 
gO.’ 

‘I expect, said Miss Merton, ‘that we 
are naturally more introspective than men, 
and so, in what concerns ourselves, a very 
little will make us cultivated ; although we 
don't certainly get so easily as men that 
indifferent way of looking on life as a 
whole, which I suppose is what you call the 
dramatic spirit, and which people praise so 
in Shakespeare. But as to what Mr. Leslie 
says, I have so often myself noticed the same 
thing in girls—especially at times when they 
are passing into womanhood, without having 
made much of a success of youth. I re- 
member one poor friend of mine, whose 
whole life seemed to become clear to her 
through just one line of Tennyson’s— 


My life has crept so long on a broken wing, 


I suppose it was a sort of magic mirror to 
her as Mr. Laurence was saying just now.’ 
‘T,’ said Leslie, ‘once knew some one at 
Baden, who spent half her time at the tables, 
as much the observed of all observers as 
Worth and her own strange beauty could 
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make her—she liked being stared at—and 
who was certainly not a woman who gave 
much of her time to reading. She was very 
wretched with her husband, and her name 
was far from being above the reach of gossip, 
Talking one day to her in a hardish flippant 
sort of way—a tone of talk which she 
affected to like—I alluded by some chance 
to Francesca di Rimini in Dante; and I 
shall never forget the tone in which she 
exclaimed, “ Poor Francesca! ”—its passion 
and its pathos. I was surprised that she 
had even looked into Dante: but she had; 
and that one passage had lit up her whole 
life for her—that one picture of the two 
lovers “going for ever on the accursed air.”’ 

‘ How nice of you, Mr. Leslie,’ said Mrs, 
Sinclair, ‘to remember my poor verses! ’ 

‘ Let us consider, too,’ said Laurence, ‘ that 
poetry does not only enable us to appreci- 
ate what we have already experienced, but it 
puts us in the way of getting new experi- 
ences. This was Wordsworth’s __ special 
claim for poetry, that it widened our sympa- 
thies— widened them in some new direction 
—that it was ever giving us, in fact, not new 
quotations, but new culture.’ 

‘Ah, here,’ said Leslie, ‘is a thing that 
continually occurs to me, Just consider for 
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& moment the wonderful social effect of even 
so partial a thing as the culture that Words- 
worth himself gave us. Consider the effect 
of iton a common worldly woman—let her 
be girl or matron—who without it would be 
nothing but a half mechanical creature, living, 
as far as her interests went, a wretched hand- 
to-mouth existence of thin distraction, or 
eager anxious scheming for herself or her 
daughters. Cultivate her, I say, just in this 
one direction—give her but this one fragment 
of culture, a love of Nature—and all the 
mean landscape of her mind will be lit up 
with a sudden beauty, as the beam of ideal 
sunshine breaks across it, with its “light that 
never was on sea or land.” I don’t say that 
such a woman will become better for this, but 
she will become more interesting. In a girl, 
however pretty, what is there to interest a 
man if he reads nothing in her face from 
night to night but that she is getting daily 
more worn and jaded in the search for a rich 
husband? Or even, to go a step higher, 
in the unthinking, uncultivated flirt, so 
common in every class of society—what is 
there in her that a man will not soon discover 
to be insipid and wearying ?’ 

‘Surely,’ remonstrated Mrs. Sinclair plain- 
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tively, ‘that rather depends on what she is 
like. I must stand up for my sex.’ 

‘But give her, Leslie went on, ‘one 
genuine, one disinterested taste, and all is 
changed. If I had an audience about me of 
young ladies, whom it was not too late to 
advise—girls entering on the world, deter- 
mined to run the worldly course, and to 
Satisfy all the expectations of the most 
excellent and lowest-minded of chaperons, I 
would say this to them:—I have no doubt 
you are all ignorant; of course you are all 
vain. That to make a brilliant match is your 
great object, you all avow. A certain sort of 
flirting, of which the less said the better, is 
your most disinterested taste. I know all 
this (I should say), and I can’t help it; nordo 
I ask you to alter one of these points for the 
better. But this I do ask you to do. Try 
to add something else to them. Try to win 
for yourselves one taste of a truer and deeper 
sort. Study Wordsworth, and some parts of 
Shelley ; open out your sympathies, by their 
aid, in just one direction. Learn to love the 
sea, and the woods, and the wild flowers, with 
all their infinite changes of scent, and: colour, 
and sound—the purple moor, the brown 
mountain stream, the rolling mists, the wild 
smell of the heather. Let these things grow 
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to “haunt you like a passion,” learn in this 
way the art of 
desiring 
More in this world than any understand. 

You'll perhaps find it a little dull at first ; but 
go on, and don’t be disheartened; and then 
—by-and-by—by-and-by, go and look in the 
looking-glass, and study your own face. 
Hasn’t some new look, child, come into your 
eyes, and given them an expression—a some- 
thing that they wanted before? Smile. 
Hasn’t your smile some strange meaning in it 
that it never used to have? You area little 
more melancholy, perhaps. But no matter. 
The melancholy is worth its cost. You are 
now a mystery. Men can’t see through you 
ata glance as they did; and so, as Sterne 
says, “you have their curiosity on your side,” 
and that alone—even that will have increased 
your value tenfold in our Babylonian 
marriage-market.’ 

‘Well, Mr. Leslie,’ said Lady Ambrose 
with severe gravity, ‘if that’s the way you'd 
talk to young ladies, I should be very careful 
you never spoke to any that I had anything 
to do with.’ 

‘Many people, I know,’ Leslie went on, 
passing by the rebuke, ‘ think that books and 
culture are a kind of substitute for life, and 
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that the real masters in the art of living have 
no need for this poor Zzs-aller, They only 
drive four-in-hand, or shoot, or dance, or 
run away with their friends’ wives. But no 
mistake can be greater. Culture is not a 
substitute for life, but the key to it. It 1s 
really to the men of culture, to the men 
who have read and who have thought, that 
all exercise, all distractions, mental or bodily, 
moral or immoral, yield their finer keener 
pleasures. They are the men that husbands 
dread for their wives, and that fascinating 
people find fascinating.’ 

Lady Ambrose much disapproved of the 
tone of this speech ; but none the less, in a 
certain mysterious way, did it insidiously 
increase her appreciation of the value of 
culture; and she felt that with Laurence at 
any rate she most thoroughly agreed, when 
he said by way of summing up, 

‘And so now I think we see what culture 
is, and the reason why it is essential to good 
society. We see that much as it depends on 
books, life is really the great thing it has to do 
with, It is the passions, the interests, the 
relations, the absurdities of life that it fits us 
to see into, to taste, to discriminate. And I 
think we see, too, that not only is culture 
essential to good society, but good society 
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also is essential to culture, and that there was 
therefore very good reason for the exclusive- 
ness we began with. For in the first place 
I expect it requires certain natural advantages 
of position to look at and overlook life in 
that sympathetic and yet self-possessed way, 
which alone can give us a complete view of 
it. And in the next place, the more we dis- 
cern in life, the more social polish shall we 
want to do justice to our discernment; and 
not polish only, but those far subtler things, 
tone and balance as well. I think it was the 
late Lord Lytton who remarked in one of 
his books, what an offensive thing gaiety was 
sure to be in any woman except one of the 
most perfect breeding. So too with humour 
—the greater sense of humour a well-bred 
man has, the more delightful he is; the 
greater sense of humour a vulgar man has, 
the more intolerable he is.’ 

The measure of Lady Ambrose’s assent 
was now almost complete. It remained, 
however, for Mrs. Sinclair to give the finish- 
ing touch. 

‘I remember,’ she said softly and regret- 
fully, ‘a friend of mine—he was killed 
afterwards, poor man, in a duel near Dresden 
—who once, when he was down for some 
weeks in the country fishing, fell desperately 

P 
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in love with a certain rector’s daughter, 
who sang, and painted, and read German, and 
had a beautiful figure as well. The mother 
at once saw what was in the wind, and asked 
him directly to come and lunch at the 
rectory. And there three things happened. 
First, the mother began telling him what very 
superior society there was in the neighbouring 
local town; ‘In fact, its tone,” she said, ‘is 
almost like that of a cathedral town.” Then 
the lovely daughter asked him if he was 
partial to boiled chicken; and then, a little 
later on—it was this that quite finished him, 
for the two first shocks he said he might have 
got over—in answer to some little common 
joke or other that he made, she told him, 
with a sort of arch smile—what do you 
think ? why, that he was saucy,’ 

‘I confess,’ said Miss Merton, laughing, 
‘that it would take a very great deal of charm 
of some sort to make one get over that. At 
any rate, its a comfort to think that the 
young ladies in our new Republic won't call 
their admirers “ saucy.” ’ 

‘Well,’ said Laurence, ‘and so we have 
got thus far—we have made our ideal 
society as highly bred, as highly educated, 
as polished, as sparkling, as graceful, as 
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easy, as dignified, as we can possibly imagine 
it. And now, what next ?’ 

There was a moment’s pause. 

‘What I should want in a Utopia,’ Allen 
broke in abruptly, ‘would be something 
definite for the people to do, each in his own 
walk of life. What I should want would be 
some honest, definite, straightforward, re- 
ligious belief that we might all live by, and 
that would connect what we did and went 
through here with something more important 
elsewhere. Without this, to start with,’ he 
said, half sadly and half coldly, ‘all life seems 
to me a mockery.’ 

‘And are you quite sure,’ said Laurence, 
with a slight sigh, ‘that it is not a mockery ?’ 

Mr. Luke here saw an opening for which 
he had long been waiting. 
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CHAPTER III. 






Bera, Y dear Laurence, Mr. Luke began, 
ay / § «of course human life is a 
mockery, if you leave out the one 
thing in it that is of real impor- 
tance. And it is because you have done this, 
that Lord Allen thinks that culture is so little 
worth caring for, though I doubt, by the 
way, if he expressed quite accurately what 
I conclude him to have meant.’ ‘ However,’ 
said Mr. Luke, clearing his throat, and 
looking round at the general company, ‘ what 
was said about culture just now was perfectly 
right—perfectly right, and really capitally 
illustrated—as far as it went. The only fault 
was that, as I say, the most important point 
in the matter was entirely left out. It is 
quite true that culture is, as Mr. Laurence 
observed so happily, the sensitising of the 
mental palate—the making it a good taster. 
But a taster of what? Not only of social 
absurdities, or love affairs, or beautiful 
scenery, but of morality, of righteousness, 
of Christianity. The really profound work 
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of culture is to make us judges of thesc 
—judges able to tell in an instant real 
righteousness and real Christianity from 
pseudo-righteousness and pseudo-Christianity, 
so that we may swallow the true like the 
healing water of life, and reject the false like 
a sample of bad claret—that we may have, 
in fact, just the same horror of any doctrinc 
or dogma that is contrary to sweet reason 
(such, for instance,’ he said confidentially to 
Lady Grace, ‘as that of eternal punishment) 
that we have for young ladies who call their 
friends “saucy,” or for young ladies’ mothers 
who look on a bishop’s palace as a focus 
of the most polite society. So I think, if 
you only all recognise this, that culture 
includes—in fact, essentially is—the discern- 
ment of true righteousness, of true morality, 
you need none of you fear that to a really 
cultivated society life will be in any danger 
of becoming a mockery.’ 

‘I was sorry, said Miss Merton in a low 
tone to Laurence, ‘to hear you say that just 
now, because I know you don’t mean it.’ 

Laurence, who had been sitting a little 
above her on the bank, moved quietly down, 
and placed himself at her side. 

‘You make me feel ashamed of myself,’ 
he said to her, ‘when you speak like this,’ 
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There was something in his manner 
which a little embarrassed Miss Merton. 
She looked down, and said nothing for a 
moment ; and then, not having quite com- 
mand of her voice, she answered him in a 
tone rather louder than she intended. 

‘Well,’ she said, ‘and don’t you think 
that some definite faith or other is needed by 
the world ?’ 

‘Yes, J think so; 7 think so. I entirely 
agree with Miss Merton,’ exclaimed some- 
body. But it was not Laurence. To the 
surprise of everyone, it was Mr. Saunders. 
All eyes were turned on him. 

‘Will you allow me,’ he said, looking 
round him with a nervous eagerness, as 
though doubtful if he should gain a hearing, 
‘will you allow me to make a few observa- 
tions here—it will only take a moment—to 
remind you of just a few things which I think 
ought not to be lost sight of ? Well,’ Mr. 
Saunders went on, as he seemed to have 
secured the ear of the house, ‘in the first 
place as to history, just one word. Themain 
use of history, which Mr. Laurence forgot 
altogether to mention, is of course, as Comte 
has so well established, to teach us his philo- 
sophy of it—to show us, in other words, how 
entirely xo compos mentis the world was till 
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our time, and that it is only in the present 
century that it has acquired the power of 
passing a reasonable judgment. And next, 
as to facts; mere facts, as facts, I think quite 
as useless as Mr. Laurence does, except for 
one reason. And that reason is the way in 
which from every side they confute, give the 
lie to, annihilate, the pretensions of revealed 
religion, and of the myths which it calls its 
history. This, however, by the way. It was 
not the chief thing that I wanted to say to 
you. Now, you all,’ Mr. Saunders went on, 
holding up his forefinger and addressing the 
company, ‘ propose to form a picture of what 
the world ought to be—what I suppose you 
hope it will be; and you say, and very 
rightly, that the great secret is that it should 
appreciate properly the pleasures of human 
life. But, please mark this, you have quite 
ignored the most important thing of all—the 
vast change that all these pleasures are 
undergoing, that the whole aspect of life is 
undergoing, beneath the touch of modern 
thought and modern philosophy; nay—and 
this indeed is ¢ke special point I want to lay 
stress upon—Mr. Luke just now even used 
those obsolete and misleading words, righte- 
ousness and morality, soiled by so many 
unworthy associations. By the way,’ he 
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exclaimed, stopping suddenly and looking 
round him, ‘I suppose I may speak the truth 
freely, as I know well enough that all to 
whom my vaticinations would be unwelcome 
are sure to mistake me for a Cassandra.’ 

‘Mistake him for a what?’ said Lady 
Ambrose, in a loud undertone. 

‘She was a beautiful young unfortunate,’ 
whispered Mrs. Sinclair confidentially, ‘who 
was betrayed by the god Apollo.’ 

Mr. Saunders was conscious he had 
raised a smile. He considered it a full 
licence to proceed. 

‘Well, he said, ‘as Miss Merton re- 
marked a moment ago, some definite faith is 
needed by the world; and, as I now delibe- 
rately declare, some definite faith it will have 
—some one definite faith that will tolerate 
no dissent from it; and it will have this be- 
fore fifty years are over.’ 

Everyone stared at Mr. Saunders, every- 
one except Mr. Luke, who simply smiled at 
the sky, and said, with an air of suppressed 
pleasantry, ‘I had imagined that our young 
friend’s motto was freedom,’ 

Mr. Saunders was nettled at this beyond 
description. With a vindictive quickness he 
fixed his eyes upon Mr. Luke. 

‘ Sight is free,’ he said, uttering his words 
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very slowly, as if each one were a dagger in 
itself, and could give Mr. Luke a separate 
smart ; ‘sight is free,’ he said, ‘and yet the 
sight of all healthy men, I conceive, is in 
agreement. It differs, I admit, when our 
eyes are dim with tears of hysterical feel- 
ing; or when we are drunk; or when we 
are fighting—in this last case, Mr. Luke, I 
am told we are often visited with illumina- 
tions of a truly celestial radiance—but it is 
surely not such exceptional vision as this 
that you praise as free. And it is just the 
same, said Mr. Saundcrs triumphantly, ‘with 
the mind. The minds of men will never 
have been so free as on that not-distant day 
when they shall all agree. And what will 
that agreement result in? Why, in the utter 
banishment, the utter destruction—I know 
no word strong enough to express my mean- 
ingo—of all mystery and of all mysticism, 
and consequently of that supposed inscrut- 
able difference between right and wrong, 
which has been made, in the hands of the 
priests, one of the most hideous engines of 
terror that were ever employed to degrade and 
crush mankind. Right and wrong, indeed! 
Righteousness and morality! There 1s 
something insidious in their very sound. 
No — “useful,” “healthful,” “serviceable,” 
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“ pleasant ”—these will be the words of the 
future. Emancipated man will know no 
wrong, save unhealthiness and unpleasant- 
ness, That most treacherous handmaid of 
priestcraft, poetry, which, professing to 
heighten the lights of life, did, in reality, 
only deepen its shadows, will delude him no 
longer—she will be gone—gone for ever. 
Science, the liberator of humanity, will have 
cast its light upon her; and the lying vision 
will vanish. But why do I talk of poetry? 
Is not that, and every other evil—reverence, 
faith, mysticism, humility, and all the unclean 
company—comprised in this one word, 
Religion? Well, let religion—the anczen 
végime of the world—retire, as it has done, 
to its Versailles, and fence itself round for 
a little with its mercenary soldiers! The 
Paris of the world is, at any rate, left free— 
and there the Revolution of Humanity is 
begun. Science leads it, and in another 
fifty years there will not be another religion 
left. Surely most here must know this,’ 
continued Mr. Saunders, ‘although they may 
perhaps forget it sometimes. But the fact 
is notorious, and I really think——’ 

‘Sir!’ 

Where did that sudden, solemn exclama- 
tion come from—that single syllable at which 
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the music of Mr. Saunders’s voice, ‘like a 
fountain’s sickening pulse,’ retired in a 
moment. Who had spoken? The sound 
surprised everybody. It was Mr. Stockton 
—Mr. Stockton, with a face all aglow with 
feeling, beneath his picturesque wide-awake 
hat, and holding in his hand a white pocket- 
handkerchief bordered with pale blue. 
‘Perhaps,’ he continued, looking slowly 
round him, ‘I, as a man of science, who 
have been a patient apprentice at my work 
for six-and-twenty years, may be allowed to 
give some opinion on this matter. Destroy 
religion! Destroy poetry!’ he exclaimed, 
in his rich, bell-like voice, that was now 
resonant with an indignant melancholy. 
‘Will science destroy either of these 
precious and exquisite heritages of the 
human race? Will it extinguish one pro- 
found, one ennobling, one devout feeling? 
Will it blight that rich culture on which the 
present age so justly prides itself? I have 
followed science for six-and-twenty years, 
I speak therefore from experience; and I 
boldly answer “ No.” How indeed should 
it? I know, I deplore, and I trust also 
forgive, the common notion that it does. 
But how can that notion have arisen? 
That is what puzzles me. Is not science 
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essentially religious, essentially poetical—nay, 
does it not deepen quite boundlessly the 
religion and poetry already existing in the 
world, and fuse the two together, as they 
were never fused before? Does it narrow 
our notions of life’s wonder and dignity to 
peer into the abyss of being, and learn 
something of the marvellous laws of things— 
to discover the same mysterious Something 
in a snow-flake, in the scent of a rose, in the 
“topmost star of unascended heaven,” and 
in some prayer or aspiration in the soul of 
man? True it is that this wondrous All is 
Matter, and that all matter is atoms in its 
last analysis. No idle metaphysics have 
clouded my brain, so I have been able to sce 
these things clear] 

‘Yes, yes, yes, cried Mr. Saunders, 
recovering himself, his voice tremulous with 
excitement, ‘I know all that. I know that in 
their last analysis a pig and a martyr, a prayer 
and a beef-steak, are just the same—atoms 
and atomic movement. We, the younger 
generation of thinkers, accept all the premisses 
you give us without a moment's question. 
We only reason boldly and honestly on them, 
and I defy you to prove—Mr. Stockton, sir, 
if you will only listen to me——’ 

But there was little chance of that. 
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Interrupted only for a moment, and whilst 
Mr. Saunders was yet speaking, Mr. Stock- 
ton’s eloquence swept on. 

‘Consider ourselves,’ he said, ‘ consider 
the race of men, and note the truly celestial 
light that science throws on that. We have 
ascended,’ said Mr. Stockton; ‘noble thought ! 
We have not descended. We are rising 
towards heaven, we have not fallen from it. 
Yes—we, with attributes so like an angel's, 
with understanding so like a God’s—to this 
height we have already risen. Who knows 
what future may not be in store for us? 
And then, on the other hand, when the awe- 
struck eye gazes, guided by science, through 
the “ dark backward and abysm of time,” and 
sees that all that is has unfolded itself, un- 
moved and unbidden, (astounding thought !) 
from a brainless, senseless, lifeless gas—the 
cosmic vapour, as we call it—and that it may, 
for aught we know, one day return to it—I 
say, when we realise, when we truly make 
our own, this stupendous truth, must not 
our feelings,’ said Mr. Stockton, letting his 
eyes rest on Miss Merton’s with an appealing 
melancholy—‘ our feelings at such moments 
be religious ? Are they not Religion ?’ 

‘ But,’ said Miss Merton, ‘there is nothing 
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religious # a gas. I don’t see how anything 
religious can come out of it.’ 

‘Perfectly right !’ chuckled Mr. Saunders, 
faintly clapping his hands. ‘Nothing can 
come out of the sack but what's in it. Miss 
Merton’s perfectly right.’ 

‘Ah, Miss Merton,’ Mr. Stockton con- 
tinued, ‘don’t be frightened by the mere 
sound of the word matter. For who knows 
what matter is’—(‘ Then, why talk about 
it?’ shrilled Mr. Saunders, unheeded)—‘that 
great Alpha and Omega of the Universe ?’ 
Mr. Stockton went on. ‘And don’t wrong 
me by thinking that I “palter with you in a 
double sense,” and that I am not using the 
word ve/igzon in its truest, its profoundest 
signification. Do you think, Miss Merton, 
for instance, that I cannot feel with you, 
when, stirred to your inmost soul by some 
strain of Mozart or Beethoven, you kneel 
before your sacrificial altar, whilst the 
acolyte exalts the Host, and murmur with 
bowed head your litany to your beautiful 
Virgin? I say advisedly, Miss Merton, 
that I, as a man of science, can appreciate, 
and to a great extent share, your adoring— 
your adorable frame of mind.’ 

Mr. Stockton paused. His acquaintance 
with Catholic ritual, and the fact of thus find. 
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ing herself elected, without any merit of her 
own, as the special object of so great a man’s 
eloquence, produced in Miss Merton an un- 
fortunate sense of absurdity, and in another 
moment she was conscious of nothing but a 
most inappropriate desire to laugh. She 
compromised with her facial muscles, how- 
ever, and only gave a smile, which she trusted 
would pass muster as one of grave enquiry. 
Mr. Stockton thought that it was so, and 
went on; but, unknown to himself, he felt all 
the while that it was not so, and his enthusi- 
‘asm, he could not tell why, became somewhat 
more polemical. 

‘Does science, then,’ he proceeded, ‘ rob 
us of one iota of religious feeling, or de- 
grade our notions of life’s measureless 
solemnity? Nay, it is rather the flippant 
conceptions of theology that would do that, 
by connecting everything with an eternal 
Personality—a personality so degraded as to 
have some connection with ourselves. The 
prayer of the theologian, ‘“ cabined, cribbed, 
confined” in spoken words, is directed to a 
Being that Science can make no room for, 
and would not want, if she could. The 
prayer of the man of science, for the most 
part of the silent sort, is directed whither ? 
demands what? He is silent if you ask 
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him, for his answer would be beyond the 
reach of words. Even to hint at its nature 
he would feel were a profanity.’ 

‘Do you know, Mr. Stockton,’ said Miss 
Merton, this time with a polite meekness, 
‘all this rather bewilders me.’ 

‘And so it does me,’ said Mr. Stockton, 
much pleased with Miss Merton’s manner ; 
‘and this august bewilderment, which gives 
fulness and tone to our existence, but which 
we can neither analyse nor comprehend—to 
me comes in one shape, to you in another, and 
is—religion. Inthe name, then, ofall genuine 
science, and of all serious scientific men, let 
man keep, I say,’ said Mr. Stockton, looking 
round him, ‘this precious and ennobling 
heritage—let him keep it and shape it ever 
anew, to meet his ever-changing and deepen- 
ing needs. In my dream of the future I see 
religions not diminished, but multiplied, 
growing more and more richly diverse, as 
they sink deeper into individual souls. 
Surely, science, then, is not come to destroy 
the past, but to fulfil it—and I confess I can 
myself see no better way of discovering what 
we desire in the future than by the charming 
analysis Mr. Laurence has been giving us of 
what we most admire in the present.’ 


‘See,’ said Donald Gordon softly, ‘here 
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is science on the one side offering us all re- 
ligions, and on the other none.’ 

‘Heigho!’ sighed Mr. Luke, very loud; 

let us agree about conduct first, and quarrel 
about theology afterwards.’ 

‘Precisely,’ resumed Mr. Stockton, to 
Mr. Luke’s extreme annoyance—Mr. Luke 
himself having still much to say, and consi- 
dering that Mr. Stockton did but darken 
counsel by interrupting him—‘ Mr. Luke is 
perfectly right.’ (‘I should like to know how 
you know that,’ thought Mr. Luke.) ‘Let us 
agree about conduct—morality, by-the-by, is 
the plainer word—that is the great thing. 
Let us agree about the noble and the beauti- 
ful. Let us agree heroically to follow truth 
—ay, truth; let us follow that, I say, picking 
our way step by step, and not look where we 
are going. Let us follow—what can I add 
to this >the incomparable life of the great 
Founder of Christianity. Yes, Miss Merton, 
entertaining the views that I do, I say the 
incomparable life. Such is the message of 
science to the world; such is the instinct of 
culture when enriched and quickened by 
science.’ 

This was literally taking the bread out of 
Mr. Luke’s mouth. Not only was it repcat- 
ing what he had said before, but it was anti- 
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cipating, {n a formless undisciplined way, the 
very thing that he was going to say again. 
And the man who had robbed him thus was 
a mere Philistine—a mere man of science, 
who was without even a smattering of Greek 
or Hebrew, and who thought sensori-motor 
nerves and spontaneous generation more im- 
portant subjects than Marcion’s Gospel or 
the Psalms of David. For once in his life 
Mr. Luke was for the moment completely 
silenced. | Laurence however somewhat 
soothed him, by replying to him, not to Mr, 
Stockton, 

‘Yes, I believe I was wrong after all; 
and that true culture will really prevent us 
from looking on life as a mere mockery.’ 

Mr. Luke was going to have answered ; 
but, worse even than Mr. Stockton’s, Mr, 
Saunders’s hated accents now got the start 
of him. 

‘One word more, Mr. Saunders ex. 
claimed, ‘one plain word if: you will allow 
me. All this talk about Religion, Poetry, 
Morality, implies this—or it implies nothing 
—the recognition of some elements of inscrut- 
able mystery in our lives and conduct ; and 
to every mystery, to all mystery, science is 
the sworn, the deadly foe. What she is 
daily more and more branding into man’s con. 
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sciousness is, that nothing is inscrutable that 
can practically concern man. Use, pleasure, 
self-preservation—on these everything de- 
pends; on these rocks of ages are all rules of 
conduct founded : and now that we have dug 
down to these foundations, what an entirely 
changed fabric of life shall we build upon 
them. Right and wrong, I again say, are 
entirely misleading terms; and the supersti- 
tion that sees an unfathomable gulf yawning 
between them is the great bar to all healthful 
progress,’ 

‘And I say, on the contrary,’ said 
Laurence, replying very suavely to Mr. 
Saunders’s vehemence, ‘that it is on the 
recognition of this mysterious and unfathom- 
able gulf that the whole of the higher plea- 
sures of life depend—and the higher vicious 
pleasures as much as, if not more than, the 
virtuous.’ 

Lady Ambrose started at this. 

‘{ am not vicious,’ said Mr. Saunders 
snappishly, ‘When I call pleasure the one 
criterion of action, I am thinking of very 
different pleasures from what you think I 
miean.’ 

‘What is Mr. Saunders’s notion of the 
most passionate pleasure ?’ said Mrs, Sinclair 
hewitchingly, 
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‘I agree with my great forerunner Hobbes,’ 
said Mr. Saunders, ‘that the strongest of all 
pleasures are those arising from the gratifica- 
tion of curiosity; and he is the real ethical 
philosopher who subordinates all other appe- 
tites to this, like Bacon, who lost his life 
through pursuing a scientific experiment, or’ 
—he said pausing to think of another ex- 


ample— 
‘Like Bluebeard’s wives ?’ enquired Mrs. 
Sinclair naively. ‘I’m afraid I never give 


my husband his highest pleasure; for I never 
let him,’ she added in a regretful whisper, 
‘open my letters, although I read all his. 
But, Mr. Saunders,’ she said, ‘if you are so 
fond of curiosity, you must have some 
mystery to excite it.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Mr. Saunders, ‘ but mystery is 
a fox for us to hunt and shoot; not a God to 
hunt and shoot us.’ 

‘Fancy,’ exclaimed Lady Ambrose in 
horror, ‘shooting a fox! what sacrilege !’ 

This remark, so entirely spontaneous, and 
so entirely unexpected, produced a general 
laugh, in which all joined but Mr. Saunders 
himself, and Mr. Herbert. 

‘Well,’ said Laurence at length, when the 
chorus had subsided, ‘may I read a certain 
letter of my uncle’s to myself, which is 
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ptinted in this very book I have here? It 
was running in my mind just now, and is 
about the very matter we were speaking of— 
the connection of religions, of Christian 
morality, with all the higher pleasures of life.’ 

‘Very good,’ said Mr. Saunders. ‘ Read 
what you please. I can only say that I have 
at this moment in my portmanteau an 
analysis I have made of all the Christian 
moral sentiments, in which I trace every one 
of them to such disgusting or paltry origins 
as Shall at once rob them of all their pestilent 
prestige. 1 begin with the main root, the 
great first parent of all these evils, the con- 
ception of God, which I show may have 
arisen in seventy-three different ways, each 
one more commonplace than the other. By- 
and-by, if you will not fear to confront the 
document, I will show it to you.’ 

Mr. Luke meanwhile had seen his way to 
bringing Mr. Stockton’s true ignorance home 
to him, and had been regretting to him, in 
tones of insidious confidence, that hardly 
enough stress had been laid just now on the 
necessity of really wide reading—‘an inti- 
macy,’ said Mr. Luke, ‘with the great litera- 
tures of the world—a knowledge and com- 
parison of the best things that have been said 
and thought, in all the various ages, on the 
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great questions of life, without which,’ he 
added, ‘as you and I know, that discrimina- 
tion between right and wrong that we were 
speaking of just now, can never be anything 
more than a make-believe. Nor did Mr. 
Luke seem at all aware, as he was thus pro- 
ceeding, that Laurence had found his place, 
and had already begun to read, as follows : 

‘As I grow old, my dear Otho, I am 
coming to think over many things that I have 
hitherto thought too little about, and, amongst 
others, the great mystery of Christiantty.’ 

At this point, however, Laurence and Mr. 
Luke were both interrupted by an entirely 
unforeseen event, 
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CHAPTER IV. 


AURENCE had just got to the end 
of the first sentence, and Mr. Luke 
at the same time was justreminding 
Mr. Stockton with some unction 

how impossible it was for us to value properly 

that curious mixture of trumpery and elevation, 
the ‘Apocalypse’ of John, unless we compared 
it with a very kindred work, the ‘ Pastor’ of 

Hermas, when a servant startled Laurence 

by announcing in his ear the arrival of the 

vicar of the parish. 

Everyone in dismay looked; and there, 
standing a pace away in the background, the 
stranger was. He was an old man, very 
tall and spare, with an ascetic aspect, but 
with a carriage dignified though slightly 
stooping, and with severe, piercing eyes. 
The sudden embarrassment, however, which 
his apparition seemed to cause the party was 
relieved somewhat by Laurence’s taking him 
aside as if for some private conversation, and 
also by another arrival of a far more genial 
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nature—that of servants with tea, piles of 
strawberries, iced coffee, and champagne cup. 
Mr. Rose at once bought himself golden 
opinions of Lady Grace by helping her page, 
a pretty boy with light curling hair, to arrange 
some tumblers on the grass. Mr. Stockton 
felt his spirits suddenly rise, and began 
asking Lady Violet what she thought of their 
new Republic as far as they had got with 
it. 

‘I don’t know,’ she answered petulantly. 
‘As far as I can see, you want everyone to 
read a great many books and to have only 
one opinion. For my part, I hate people 
who do the one, and a society that does the 
other.’ 

‘What a charming girl Lady Violet is!’ 
said Mr. Stockton to Lady Grace, as he 
stood by the tea table. ‘Sch penetration! 
such vivacity! such originality !’ 

‘What beautiful sermons he does preach, 
to be sure!’ murmured Lady Ambrose. 

‘Who? Who?’ enquired several voices. 

‘Why, Dr. Seydon,’ said Lady Ambrose. 
‘Don’t you know him? Have you never 
heard him in London—the gentleman with 
Mr. Laurence? See, he iscoming back again 
to have some tea.’ 

It was indeed but tootrue. Mr, Luke's 
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face in especial grew very blank. Mr. 
Saunders clenched his fist—a small one. 

Dr. Seydon’s face, on the contrary, wore 
what for it was a really gracious smile. He 
was mindful of how upon his arrival he had 
overheard the words ‘Apocalypse’ and 
‘mystery of Christianity.’ 

As Laurence introduced him into the 
circle Lady Ambrose at once claimed ac- 
quaintance with him, and made room for him 
at her side. 

‘I am sorry,’ he said, looking round him 
with a singularly dignified, almost con- 
descending courteousness, ‘to disturb in this 
way your Sunday's reading. But I can but 
stay a few moments. I shall not interrupt 
you long.’ 

‘We have been talking a good deal,’ said 
Laurence, ‘ about the signs of the times.’ 

‘And,’ said Lady Ambrose eagerly, feel- 
ing herself near a friend, ‘about all this 
wicked infidelity and irreligion that isso much 
about in the world now.’ 

‘Ah, yes,’ said Dr. Seydon slowly, and 
with a sudden frown, ‘it is true, unhappily, 
that there is, or has been, much of that in our 
century. But what remains is confined, | 
imagine (and that is sad enough, God knows) 
to the half educated artisans in our large 
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towns, whom the Church in former years, 
alas! relaxed her hold on. For I fear I 
cannot deny that we, in this matter, are not 
wholly guiltless) The Church, we may 
depend upon it, has much to answer for.’ 

‘Perfectly true, my dear sir! perfectly 
true, exclaimed Mr. Luke, who could never 
resist assenting to this sentiment. 

Dr. Seydon darted a quick glance at Mr. 
Luke, as if he were anything but pleased at 
finding himself so readily agreed with. 

‘But,’ he went on, ‘matters are fast as- 
suming a more Satisfactory appearance; and 
the great advance made in true education, 
and the liberal spirit that this brings with it, 
cannot fail to lead to that great change in 
our position that we so much desiderate.’ 

‘Quite so,’ said Mr. Luke. ‘The true 
reading of ecclesiastical history———’ 

‘Ah!’ exclaimed Dr. Seydon, holding up 
his forefinger, ‘exactly so. You have hit 
upon the right thing there.’ (‘ Good gracious!’ 
thought Mr. Luke, astounded at this patron- 
ising compliment, ‘I should think I had.’) 
‘Could we but get both the parties,’ Dr. 
Seydon went on, addressing Mr. Luke across 
Lady Ambrose, ‘to understand fairly the 
history of the important era, the matter 
would, I think, be as good as settled. You 





BOOR II. CHAPTER IV. ags 


see,’ he said, turning to Lady Ambrose, ‘if 
the Easterns will merely face steadily the 
pregnant fact that Michael Cerularius, in his 
first letter to Leo IX., in 1053, took abso- 
lutely no exception to any one point in 
Western doctrine, but simply to certain se- 
condary points of discipline, they will see that 
the gulf that separates us is very slight when 
viewed by the clearer light of modern 
thought. I think,’ he added, ‘that I saw 
Lady Ambrose’s name amongst the sub- 
scribers to the Eastern Church Union Asso- 
‘ciation.’ 

‘Oh yes,’ said Lady Ambrose, ‘ certainly. 
I do so wish that some union could be 
brought about. For the Greek Church, you 
know, certainly have the Apostolical Suc- 
cession ; and then, if we were only joined with 
them, the Roman Catholics could never deny 
our orders—not, she added, with a most 
cordial smile to Dr. Seydon, ‘that I don’t 
myself believe implicitly in them, as it is.’ 

A rapid frown gathered itself on Dr. 
Seydon’s brow. 

‘The denial of them,’ he said severely, 
‘hurts the Romanists far more than it does 
us. As to the Greeks, what I was going to 
say was this. Let them just cast their eyes 
back so far as the tenth century, and they 
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‘will see—and pray mark this, all of you,’ he 
said, holding up his forefinger, and shaking it 
several times, ‘for this is very important—I 
say the Greeks will see, unless they are de- 
termined to close their eyes, that at the time 
of the great rupture with the West, they did 
actually acknowledge the entire soundness of 
our confession of faith; the main point they 
objected to, and which they thought fit 
ground then for separation, being that the 
Western Church did not sing Alleluiah in 
Lent, and that it used in the Lord’s Supper 
unleavened bread, which, Nicetas Pectoratus 
contended in an elaborate treatise, was dead 
bread, and could not therefore be either 
supersubstantial or consubstantial to us. It 
has been the fault of the Easterns, in fact, to be 
ever over-subtle, and to fall into those excesses 
of human wisdom which are foolishness with 
God. Isaac the Armenian, for instance, 
wrote a book to prove his countrymen in 
heresy for twenty-nine different reasons, of 
which the two most important are these— 
that they did not blow on baptised persons, 
and that they made thar consecrated oils of 
rapeseed and not of olives. But two causes 
seem to me to be now working together, 
under God, to put the Easterns into a more 
becoming spirit, and to make them more 
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heartily willing to join us. These are—I 
have mentioned them in the third volume 
of my “History of the Fziogue Clause’”— 
first, that the genuine Greek blood is be- 
coming daily more adulterated, and the Greek 
intellect losing therefore its old subtlety ; and 
secondly, that the political disturbance that 
now seems imminent in the East, will distract 
them from abusing such subtlety as they 
still possess. We shall therefore meet on 
the broad ground of our fundamental agree- 
ments; and once let the moral influence of 
the two churches, the Greek and English, be 
mutually augmented by an open union, in 
another five years, I imagine, we shali have 
heard the last of infidelity, in England at 
least, or indeed of Romanism either.’ : 

‘Now, that’s the sort of man,’ said Lady 
Ambrose, as soon as Dr. Seydon had 
departed, ‘that I should like to have for my 
clergyman in our new Republic.’ 

‘Seydon!’ exclaimed Mr. Luke, ‘so that 
is he, is it? I thought I remembered that 
face of his. Of course—I remember now, 
seeing that his college had given this living 
to him.’ 

‘It was he,’ said Laurence to Miss 
Merton, ‘who, some years ago, prevented 
Dr. Jenkinson being made a bishop, which 
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he said, though it might be a compliment 
to learning, would be a grievous insult to 
God.’ 

‘And so, Lady Ambrose,’ said Mr. 
Stockton, ‘you would like Dr. Seydon for a 
clergyman! Well, in our ideal society you 
would be able to have any clergyman you 
chose—any religion you chose—any which 
most satisfied your own conscience.’ 

‘Oh, very well,’ said Lady Ambrose, ‘ if 
it would not interfere with one’s religion in 
any way, I think all this culture and en- 
lightenment most delightful.’ 

‘It will bind us to nothing,’ said Mr, 
Stockton, ‘except to a recognition of noble- 
ness, of morality, of poetry. What Mr, 
Laurence has offered to read to us is an 
account of how all of these are bound up in 
religion in my sense of the word.’ 

‘Come, Mr. Laurence,’ said Lady Am- 
brose, ‘please go on. It is wonderful,’ she 
added ina solemn whisper, ‘how even bad 
men, like old Mr. Laurence, know at heart 
how it is really best to be good, and to 
believe in true religion.’ 

‘As I grow old, my dear Otho,’ Laurence 
again began to read, ‘J am coming to think 
over many things that I have hitherto thought 
too little about, and, amongst others, the great 
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mystery of Christianity. I am coming to 
see that, from a too superficial way of looking 
ai wt, I have done this religion a gross tn- 
justice, and have blindly fazled to recognise 
how much of all that we hold most precious 
in life 1s dependent on its severe and unbena- 
ing systems of theology and morals. It will 
perhaps streke you that wt is rather late in 
the day for me to pay my tribute to these, 
now that the world at large ts theoretically 
denying the former of them, and ts practically 
forgetting the latter. But its thes very fact 
that induces me to speak out—the growing 
licence and the growing scepticism of modern 
soceety. I wish to raise my voue against the 
present state of things, and to warn the world 
that uf tt goes on much longer as wis going 
en now, tt will soon have trremediably ruined 
all the finer and more piquant flavours of life, 
and that soon there will be actually nothing 
left to give rational zest to this poor pitsful 
existence of ours. 

‘You know what an admirer I have 
always been, in many ways, of the ancients, 
and how, in many ways, I think modern 
civilisation barbarous as compared with theirs. 
I have not changed this opinion. I have only 
come lately to understand what wt means, 
The charm of ancient life lies mainly in its 
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Sorm. In essence, the life open tous ts,as I 
fully see now, infinitely superior. And to 
what ts thes superiority due? Simply to 
Christianity. It came with Christianity, and 
et will also go with it. 

‘l am not mad, Otho. Listen to me a 
little longer, my boy, and you will see my 
meaning. 

‘To begin, then—just consider the one 
matterof humour. Compare theancient humour- 
ests with the modern. Think for a moment 
of Lucian, of Aristophanes, of Plautus, of 
Petronius, of Horace; then think of Eras- 
mus, Swift, Cervantes, Voltazre, Sterne. 
Does not the mere memory of the two sets of 
names bring home to you what a gulf tn this 
matter there ws between the ancient world and 
the modern? Is not the modern humour an 
altogether different thing from the ancrent— 
bvoader and deeper beyond comparison or 
measurement ? The humour of the ancients 
could vaise a laugh; true—that 1s just what 
tt could vatse, and a laugh could express all 
the feelings raised by wt. Think of the in- 
tolerable vulgarity of Flomers gods, who 
“ laughed consumedly” at Vulcan, as he watted 
on them,—why ? because he was lame. The 
sense of humour on Olympus was about equal 
to what t¢ would be now in a country lawyer's 
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parlour. Think of Horace, who saw in a 
dull pun on two proper names, a joke so ex- 
cellent that he wrote a whole satire in honour 
of wt. Lt zw true that Fuvenal showed a 
somewhat finer sense, when he satd that when 
Fortune was pleased to be facetious, she made a 
nouveau riche; Petronzus, perhaps, was even 
in advance of Fuvenal. But anctent humour 
at wts best was a shallow thing. It meant 
littl. It was lke the bright sparkle on 
a brawhng stream, hardly ankle-deep. But 
our modern humour ts lke the silent snake-like 
lights 7n a still water, that go coiling down 
into depths unfathomable, as wt lures our 
thoughts onwards to the contemplation of 
endless wssues. The twinkle en the eyes of a 
Sterne or a Cervantes seems to hint tous of 
Eleusinian mysteries with a triumphant 
solemn treachery; and wakes our souls, as 
we catch it, into a sudden thrill of delscious, 
furtive wmsight. Such humour as this may 
excite laughter ; but no laughter can ease our 
feelings fully—they also demand tears; and 
even tears are not enough for us. Of such 
humour as thes the ancients had hardly a 
notton ; wt differs from theirs as the man 
differs from the baby, and seems almost like a 
new sense, peculiar to the modern world, 
‘Now, to what its this development of 
R 
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humour due—this new and exquisite source 
of pleasure? Simply, as you must see, uf you 
look into the matter, to that much maligned 
thing, Chrestiantty, and that marvellous 
system of moral laws and restraints whtch, 
although accredited through tmposture, elabo- 
vated by barbarism, and received by credulity, 
has entirely changed the whole complexion of 
life. Think how wt has done this. It has 
slowly permeated and penetrated all man's 
enner existence. It has given him new un- 
earthly aims; tt has given him new un- 
earthly standards by whith to measure 
every action. It has cunningly associated 
everything with the most awful or the most 
ghttering conceptions with which the imagti- 
mation can scare or intoxicate rtself—with 
flell, Heaven, Fudgment, and so forth: and 
thus there ts scarcely a single choice or refusal 
that has been left endefferent, and not more or 
less nearly connected with the most stupendous 
assues. The infinitely. beautiful, the infinttely 
terrible, the infinitely hateful meet us every- 
where, Everything 7s enchanted, and seems 
to be what it 7s not. The enchantment quite 
deludes the vulgar; it a little deludes the 
wese; but the wise ave for ever tn various 
ways secretly undoing the spell, and getting 
glimpses of things as they really are. What 
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a delight these glimpses are to those that get - 
them! Here les the sense of humour—in the 
detection of truth through revered and reign- 
ing falsehood. Think of the collogut:s of 
Evasmus, and his Laus Stultitie—there ts an 
instance for you. Think of Don Quixote 
there ts another. All its humour 1s due to 
Christian dreams of honour, duty and 
chivalry. Who, again, would have cared for 
Swift's showing us that man was hateful, of 
Christ had not bewitched us tnto thinking that 
man was loveable? Gulliver owes tts point to 
the Gospels. Sterne sees everything “ big with 
anjinite zest.” But why? Because Christi- 
anity has made everything big also with tn- 
finite solemnity. A posstble moral meaning 
zs secreted over the whole surface of life, like 
the scented ott in the cells on the surface of 
an orange skin The humourist catches the 
perfume of these volatile otls, as they are 
crushed out and wasted by our every action. 

‘ Think, too, by the way, of the kindred 
subject of wit. LI was reading a play of Con- 
greve's yesterday: and this made me reflect 
how nearly all the brightest wit of the modern 
world consists in showing us this one thing— 
that fidelity in marriage ts ridiculous; that 
1s, 7n showing us what, but for Christianity, 
go one would ever have doubled, Such wit 
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2s, as wt were, the forbidden kiss we give to 
common sense, from which an angry religion 
has been bent on separating us. 

‘Think, too, of that flower of Christian 
ciutlisation, the innuendo. That ts simply the 
adroit saying under difficultees of what, but 
for Christianity, everyone would have taken 
Jor granted. 

‘ Here, then, you see, are the wit, the 
innuendo, the humour of the world, all owing 
their existence, or, at any rate, their flavour, 
to Christianity. And what would life, what 
would conversation be without these? But it 
zs not these only that we owe to the same 
source. All our finer pleasures are indebted 
Jor their chief taste to it likewise. Love in 
atself, for instance, ts, as everyone knows who 
has felt wt, the coarsest and most foolish of all 
our feelings. Leave it free to do what tt 
pleases, and we soon cease to cave what tt does, 
out Christianity, with a miraculous inge- 
nuity, has confined and cranped rt into so gro- 
tesgue and painful a posture, and set such 
vigilant guardians to keep it there, that any 
veturn to tts natural freedom ts a vapture, an 
adventure, and a triumph, which none but the 
wisest and most skilful can compass with 
grace or safety, and which wise men, therefore, 
think worth compassing. It ts indeed the 
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same with all the natural and true pleasures 
of life—poor tasteless things not worth hving 
for, in themselves; but they have been so 
hidden away from us, and have come to be 
zn such bad odour with the world, that only 
the wisest—for wisdom is but the detection of 
Salsehood—see that they may be taken, and have 
the courage to take them; and the wisdom 
they ave conscious of in doing this, forms a 
delicious sauce piquante—(of which humour, 
wit, and so on, are some of the flavours)—to 
these same poor pleasures, that can give us a 
veal zest for them. 

‘Such a life of wisdom ts, of course, only 
Sor the few. The wise must always be few, as 
the rich must. The poor must make fine food 
Jor the rich to eat. The fools must make fine 
follies for the wise to detect. We cannot all 
be happy im a rational way. Lt zs at least 
best that some of us should be. But what I 
want to point out to you, my boy, ts, that of 
soctety goes on as wt 1s going on now, nobody 
well be able soon to be rationally happy at all. 
It zs true that I do not now lve much m 
the world; but I have sufficient means of sce- 
eng the course wt ws taking. JI, tke Hamlet, 
have heard of its “ paintings,” how wt “gigs 
and ambles and lisps, and nick-names God's 
creatures.” I know how fast all Christian 
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moral sentiment zs silently dying out of d. 
Indved, so rapid do I imagine to be the way in 
which wt 2s losing all proper feeling, that I 
should not be surprised were society in 
another five years, Uf IT am not dead by 
that time, to receive me back again. Now, 
as long as Christianity was firmly fixed 
as a fatth, we might amuse ourselves 
by offending against its morals as much as 
we liked; for our acts were in no danger of 
losing their forbidden character. There 
would always be a persecution, under which 
pleasure might thrive. But now, since faith 
ts dead, we have only the moral sentiments 
left tous; and tf we once get rid of these by a 
too reckless violation of them, the whole work 
of Christeanity, which I have been trying to 
explain to you, will be undone. Wit and 
humour, love and poetry, will all alike have 
left us. Life will have lost tts seasonings 
and ws sauces: and served up to us au naturel 
zt well only nauseate us. Man, indeed, will 
then be only separated from the animals by 
hts capacity for ennut. 

‘I had once hoped that the middle classes 
—that vast and useless body, who have nerther 
the skill that produces thetr wealth, nor the 
taste that can enjoy ut—might have proved 
themselves at least of some use, by preserving 
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the traditions of a sound, respectable morality ; 
that they might have kept alive the natzon's 
power of being shocked and scandaltsed at wit, 
or grace, or freedom. But no; they too are 
changed. With awkward halting gait they 
are waddling in the footsteps of ther betters, 
and they will soon have made vice as vulgar 
as they long ago made virtue. 

‘To me, of course, all this matters little, 
Such flavours as life has, have lasted me thus 
Jar; nor will the world’s growing blankness 
affect me. I shall never look into a woman's 
eyes again. One of my own 1s blind now, 
and the other 1s so dim that I doubt if the 
best-paid beauty could contrive to look into zt 
with more than an tronical tenderness. All 
this matters nothing tome. But you, my boy 
—what will be left for you, when I am taken 
away from the evil that 1s to come? Your 
prospect does not seem to me a cheerful one. 
But alas! I can offer no remedy. I can only 
beguile my time by warning you. At any rate, 
zt zs always good to think a little about the 
voots of things: so I trust you will be im 
some ‘way profited by these patruze verbera 
linguze.’ 

When Laurence closed the book there 
was a silence of some moments, as if no one 
knew exactly how to take what had just been 
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read. But at last Donald Gordon exclaimed, 
in his devoutest of soft whispers: ‘Is Saul 
also among the prophets ?’ The words acted 
like a spell; the ice was broken, and Mr. 
Herbert, who hitherto had hardly uttered a 
syllable the whole afternoon, now broke out 
suddenly in his most emphatic accents. 
‘Thank you, my dear Laurence,’ he ex- 
claimed; ‘thank you much, indeed. There 
is something in what you have just read us 
that seems to me quite precious and peculiar. 
Nor do I find any such honesty in any creed 
sung by priests in churches, as I do in this 
sardonic confession of that great truth, which 
the present age as a whole is resolutely bent 
upon forgetting—that the grand knowledge 
for a man to know is the essential and eternal 
difference between right and wrong, between 
base and noble; that there zs a right and a 
noble to be striven for, not for the sake of its 
consequences, but in spite of them ; and that 
it is this fact alone which, under countless 
forms, is the one thing affirmed in all human 
art and implied in all serviceable learning. 
Your Cervantes smiles it to you ; your Swift 
curses it to you; your Bernard of Morlaix 
hymns it to you; your saddened Shakespeare 
tells it to you in every way. Strange indeed 
is it, and mournful, that we see a time when 
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the one truth that we live and die by not 
only needs to be pointed out to us, but as- 
serted passionately in the teeth of those whom 
we have elected as our wisest teachers.’ Mr. 
Saunders at once took this to be a special 
allusion to himself, and his face involuntarily 
began to array itself in a smile of triumph, 
‘ However,’ Mr. Herbert went on benignantly, 
‘you have truly gone the right way to work 
in constructing an ideal society, if you make 
it recognise this before all things, and see how 
witness is borne to it by every pleasure and 
every interest of life.’ 

‘Ah, yes,’ exclaimed Mr. Stockton, ‘it is 
just this noble discrimination between right 
and wrong, Mr. Herbert, that modern en- 
lightenment will so preéminently encourage 
and foster. Morality is quite indispensable to 
any dream of the future. And as to religion 
—the motto of the future is freedom—holy, 
awful, individual freedom. We shall each be 
free to choose or evolve the religion most 
profoundly suited to us.’ 

‘Well,’ said Lady Ambrose, ‘as long as I 
may keep my own religion, I shall be quitc 
satisfied; and about other people, I really 
don’t think I’m bigoted—not as long, you 
know, as they belong to some church. But 
religion is the thing I want. Of course we 
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must have morality. Mustn’'t we?’ she 
added, with a half-puzzled expression, turning 
to Lady Grace. 

‘Must!’ sighed Mrs. Sinclair. ‘It’s very 
easy to say musi,’ 

‘Of course we must,’ said Lady Grace 
cheerfully. ‘My dear,’ she went on, with a 
little kindly laugh towards Mr. Saunders, ‘ 4e 
doesn’t really doubt it.’ 

Mr. Saunders sprang to his feet as if an 
adder had stung him. 

‘What!’ he exclaimed, standing in the 
centre of the group, and looking round him, 
‘and do I not really doubt that the degrading 
practice of prayer, the fetish-worship of celi- 
bacy, of mortification, and so forth—do I not 
doubt that the foul faith in a future life, the 
grotesque conceptions of the theological vir- 
tues, and that preposterous idol of the market- 
place, the sanctity of marriage,—do you think 
I do not really doubt that we must retain 
these? Do you think, on the contrary, I do 
not know that they are already doomed ? 
However, here Mr. Saunders paused sud. 
denly and again sat down on the grass, ‘ there 
is no need for me at this moment to destroy 
any cherished illusions; though I shall be 
happy to show my analysis of them that I 
spake about just now to anyone who is not 


BOOK All. CHAPTER IV. . @gr- 


afraid to inspect it. I hear much said about 
tolerance, as a characteristic of your society. 
All I ask is, that you have the courage to 
extend your tolerance to me. Your new 
Republic may be full of illusions then. 
The great labour of destroying them will be 
positively deleczous to me.’ 

‘Well,’ said Mr. Stockton, with a mixture 
of deference and patronage, ‘and what does 
Miss Merton think ?’ 

‘Oh,’ said Miss Merton with a slow 
smile, ‘I am all in favour of toleration. I 
think that what I consider truth is quite good 
enough to stand on its own merits, if unpre- 
judiced eyes can only be got to see them. 
And I honestly do think, that with really 
high-breeding, and with what we apparently 
mean by culture, we should have at least one 
part of the world as good as we could wish 
it. But yet—’ she added, hesitating a little, 
‘we have surely settled only half the question 
yet. We have said a good deal about this 
wide and discerning taste that is to guide us, 
We have not said much yet about the parti- 
cular things—the occupations, the duties, the 
pleasures, that it will lead us to choose. 

‘No, began Mr. Rose, ‘I should like 
myself very much to say something as to 
that—as to the new pleasures that modern 
culture has made possible for us.’ 
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‘ Suppose—’ said Lady Ambrose with one 
of her most beaming smiles, as she pushed her 
hat away over the back of her head, ‘ suppose 
we talk of this by-and-by—at dinner, or in 
the evening. Let us just exzoy a little now. 
The air now is so truly delicious. It seems 
quite like a sin, doesn't it, to think of going in 
to dinner by-and-by.’ 

A happy thought struck Lady Grace. 

‘Suppose we have dinner out of doors, 
Otho,’ she said, ‘in the pavilion with the 
roses round it that you used to call the 
summer dining-room.’ 

This proposal was received with what 
was little short of rapture. ‘That really 
would be too delightful!’ exclaimed Lady 
Ambrose. ‘And what place could sound 
more perfect for us to finish our new 
Republic in!’ It was arranged accordingly. 

‘And now,’ exclaimed Lady Ambrose to 
Laurence confidentially, as the conversation 
ceased to be general, ‘I want you to let me 
have a look at that book of your uncle's. I 
have often heard it spoken about. Lord 
Heartpool had a copy, which he showed my 
poor father in Paris. Come, Mr. Laurence, 
you need not hold it back. I’m sure there’s 
nothing in it that would do me any harm.’ 

‘Well—no,’ said Laurence; ‘in this 
volume I don’t think there is.’ 
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‘ Because what you read just now,’ said 
Lady Ambrose, ‘was all really in favour. of 
goodness, though it is true I didn’t quite like 
the tone of some of it.’ 

‘What, interposed Mr. Rose, ‘is there an« 
other volume ? I should much like to see that.’ 

‘I declare, Mr. Laurence,’ said Lady 
Ambrose, who had now got the book in her 
hand, ‘here’s something really quite pretty— 
at least, I’ve only got as far as the first verse 
yet. It’s alittle poem called “ Zo the Wife 
of an old Schoolfellow.”’ 

‘Read it out to us—do,’ said Laurence, 
with a soft smile. ‘It will illustrate very 
well the letter we had just now.’ 

‘Do you know, I really think I mzght 
manage this,’ she said, ‘although I’m not in 
the least by way of being a reader out. 
Listen, then, and please don’t laugh at me.’ 

Let others seek for wisdom’s way 
In modern science, modern wit,— 


L turn to love, for all that these, 
These two can teach, és taught by it. 


Yes, all. In that first hour we met 

Ant smiled and spoke so soft and long, love, 
Did wisdom daun; and I began 

Zo disbelieve in right and wrong, love. 


Zhen, as love's gospel clearer grew, 

And I each day your doorstep trod, love, 
f learned that love was all in all, 

And rose to disbelieve in God, love. 
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Yes, wistom’s book ! you taught me this, 

And ere I half had read you through, love, 
d learned a deeper wisdom yet— 

I learned to disbelieve in you, love. 


So now, fatr teacher, Iam wise, 

And free: "tis truth that makes us free, love. 
But you—you're pale! grow wise as I, 

And learn to disbelieve in me, love. 


As Lady Ambrose had read on, her 
voice had grown more and more disap- 
proving, and several times she had shown 
symptoms of being on the point of stopping. 

‘I’ve no doubt it's all very witty,’ she 
said, putting down the book, which was 
eagerly caught up by Mr. Rose, ‘ but—but 
that sort of thing, you know,’ she exclaimed 
at last, ‘I think is rather better in the 
smoking-room. However, I saw something 
next to those verses, that I think would suit 
Miss Merton. It seemed to be a sort of 
address to the Virgin Mary.’ 

Miss Merton looked a little embarrassed ; 
Laurence looked astonished. 

‘Let me read it.’ exclaimed Mr. Rose, 
rapidly turning over the pages. ‘ This must 
be what Lady Ambrose means, I think :— 


My own, my one desire, 
Virgin most fair? 


‘Yes,’ said Lady Ambrose, ‘that’s it.’ 
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‘Oh,’ said Laurence, ‘that is not my 
uncle’s ; it is mine. It is the earliest copy 
of verses I ever wrote. I was seventeen 
then, and by an odd freak my uncle printed 
them in the end of his own collection.’ 

Miss Merton’s embarrassment in a great 
measure disappeared. She looked interested; 
and Mr. Rose, in slow, suave tones went on 
to read :— 


Mine own, my one destre, 
Virgin most fair 
Of all the virgin chotr! 
Hail, O most pure, most perfect, loveltest one! 
Lo, in my hand I bear, 
Woven for the circling of thy long gold hair, 
Culled leaves and flowers, from places which the sun 
Lhe spring long shines upon, 
Where never shepherd hath driven flock to graze, 
Nor any grass ts mown ; 
But there sound through all the sunny sweet warm days, 
Mid the green holy place, 
Lhe wild bee's wings alone. 
Yea, and with jealous care 
The maiden Reverence iends the fair things there, 
And watereth all of them withling sprink showers 
Of pearled grey dew from a clear running river. 
Whoso ts chaste of spirit utterly, 
May gather there the leaves and fruits and flowers— 
The unchaste, never. 
But thou, O goddess, and dearest love of mine— 


(‘I don’t at all approve of this,’ murmured 
Lady Ambrose.) 
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Take, and about thine har 
This anadem entwine— 
Take, and for my sake wear, 
Who am more to thee than other mortals are, 
Whose ts the holy lot 
As friend with friend to walk and talk with thee, 
Hearing thy sweet mouth’s music in mine eur, 
But thee beholding not. 


‘Ah, they are sweet verses,’ said Mr, 
Rose; ‘a little too ascetic, perhaps, to be 
quite Greek. They are from Euripides, I 
see—the address to Artemis of Hippolytus.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Laurence; ‘I don’t think I 
ever wrote any original poetry.’ 

‘It’s exactly like Mr. Laurence—that bit,’ 
whispered Mrs. Sinclair. 

‘And now,’ said Mr. Rose, ‘as I suppose 
we shall ere long be all going to dress for 
dinner, I will go, Mr. Laurence, if you will 
let me, and examine that other volume you 
spoke of, of your uncle’s Miscellanies.’ 

Mr. Rose moved slowly away; and as he 
did so, there came the sound of the distant 
dressing-bell, which warned the whole party 
that it was time to be following his example. 


1 Eur. Hipp. v. 69—85. 
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x2 O proposal could have becn happier 

ms «= than Lady Grace's, of the garden 
banquet in the pavilion. It seemed 
to the guests, when they were all 
assembled there, that the lovely summer’s day 
was going to close with a scene from fairy- 
land. The table itself, with its flowers, and 
glowing fruit, and its many-coloured Venetian 
glass, shone and gleamed and _ sparkled, 
in the evening light, that was turning out- 
side to a cool mellow amber ; and above, from 
the roof, in which the dusk was already 
darkness, hung china lamps, in the shape of 
green and purple grape-clusters, looking like 
luminous fruits stolen from Aladdin’s garden. 
The pavilion, open on all sides, was supported 
on marble pillars, that were almost hidden in 
red and white roses. Behind, the eye rested 
on great tree-trunks, and glades of rich 
foliage; and before, it would pass over turf 

Ss 





aks THE NEw REPUDLIC. 


and flowers, till it reached the sea beyond, on 
which, in another hour, the faint silver of the 
moonlight would begin to tremble. 

There was something in the whole scene 
that was at once calming and exhilarating ; 
and nearly all present seemed to feel in some 
measure this double effect of it. Dr. Jenkin- 
son had been quite restored by an afternoon’s 
nap; and his face was now all a-twinkle with 
a fresh benignity, that had however, like an 
early spring morning, just a faint suspicion of 
frost in it. Mr. Storks even was less severe 
than usual; and as he raised his champagne 
to his lips, he would at times look very nearly 
conversational. 

‘My dear Laurence,’ exclaimed Mr. 
Herbert, ‘it really almost seems as if your 
visions of the afternoon had come true, and 
that we actually were in your new Republic 
already. I can only say that, if it is at all 
like this, it will be an entirely charming place 
—too charming, perhaps. But now, re- 
member this—you have but half got through 
the business to which you first addressed 
yourselves—that of forming a picture of a 
perfect aristocracy—an aristocracy in the 
true and genuirie sense of the word. You are 
all to have culture, or taste. Very good, you 
have talked a great deal about that, and you 
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have seen what you mcan by itj-and you 
have recognised, above all, that it includes 
a discrimination between right and wrong. 
But now, you with all this taste and culture— 
you gifted men and women of the nineteenth 
century,—what sort of things does your taste 
teach you to reach out towards? In what 
actions and aims, in what affections and 
emotions, would you place your happiness? 
That is what I want to hear—the practical 
manifestations of this culture.’ 

‘Ah,’ said Mr. Rose, ‘I have at this 
moment a series of essays in the press, which 
would go far towards answering these ques- 
tions of yours. They do, indeed, deal with 
just this—the effect of the choicer culture of 
this century on the soul of man—the ways in 
which it endows him with new perceptions— 
how it has made him, in fact, a_ being 
altogether more highly organised. All I 
regret is, that these choicer souls, these yapt- 
evres, are as yet like flowers that have not 
found a climate in which they can thrive pro- 
perly. That mental climate will doubtless 
come with time. What we have been trying 
to do this afternoon is, I imagine, nothing 
more than to anticipate it in imagination.’ 

‘Well, said Mr. Herbert, with a little the 


tone of an inquisitor, ‘that is just what I 
5 2 
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have been asking. What will this climate be 
like, and what will these flowers be like in 
this climate ? How would your culture alter 
and better the present, if its powers were 
equal to its wishes ?’ 

Mr. Rose’s soft lulling tone harmonised 
well with the scene and hour, and the whole 
party seemed willing to listen to him; or 
at any rate no one felt any prompting to 
interrupt him. 

‘I can show you an example, Mr. Her- 
bert,’ he said, ‘ of culture demanding a finer 
climate, in—if you will excuse my seeming 
egoism—in myself. For instance, (to take 
the widest matter I can fix upon—the general 
outward surroundings of our lives), often, 
when I walk about London, and see how 
hideous its whole external aspect is, and what 
a dissonant population throng it, a chill 
feeling of despair comes over me. Consider 
how the human eye delights in form and 
colour, and the ear in tempered and_har- 
monious sounds; and then think for a 
moment of a London street! Think of the 
shapeless houses, the forest of ghastly 
chimney-pots, of the hell of distracting noises 
made by the carts, the cabs, the carriages— 
think of the bustling, commonplace, careworn 
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crowds that jostle you—think of an omnibus 
—think of a four-wheeler——’ 

‘I often ride in an omnibus,’ said Lord 
Allen, with a slight smile to Miss Merton. 

‘It is true,’ replied Mr. Rose, only over- 
hearing the tone in which these words were 
said, ‘that one may ever and again catch 
some touch of sunlight that will fora moment 
make the meanest object beautiful with its 
furtive alchemy. But that is Nature’s work, 
not man’s; and we must never confound the 
accidental beauty that Nature will bestow on 
man’s work, even at its worst, with the 
rational and designed beauty of man’s work 
at its best. It is this rational human beauty 
that I say our modern city life is so com- 
pletely wanting in; nay, the look of out-of- 
door London seems literally to stifle the very 
power of imagining such beauty possible. 
Indeed, as I wander along our streets, push- 
ing my way among the throngs of faces—faces 
puckered with misdirected thought, or ex- 
pressionless with none—bhbarbarous faces set 
towards Parliament, or Church, or scientific 
lecture-rooms, or Government offices, or 
counting-houses—I say, as I push my way 
amongst all the sights and sounds of the 
streets of our great city, only one thing ever 
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catches my eye, that breaks in upon my 
mood, and warns me I need not despair.’ 
“And what is that?’ asked Allen, with 
some curiosity. ) 
‘The shops,’ Mr. Rose answered, ‘of 
certain of our upholsterers and dealers in 
works of art. Their windows, as I look into 
them, act like a sudden charm on me—like a 
splash of cold water dashed on my forehead 
when I am fainting. For I seem there to 
have got a glimpse of the real heart of things ; 
and as my eyes rest on the perfect pattern 
(many of which are really quite delicious; 
indeed, when I go to ugly houses, I often 
take a scrap of some artistic crétonne with me 
in my pocket as a kind of esthetic smelling 
salts), I say, when I look in at their windows, 
and my eyes rest on the perfect pattern of 
some new fabric for a chair or for a window- 
curtain, or on some new design for a wall- 
paper, oron some old china vase, I become 
at once sharply conscious, Mr. Herbert, that, 
despite the ungenial mental climate of the 
present age, strange yearnings for, and know- 
ledge of, true beauty, are beginning to show 
themselves like flowers above the weedy soil; 
and I remember, amidst the roar and clatter 
of our streets, and the mad noises of our own 
times, that there is amongst us a growing 
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umber who have deliberately turned. their 
backs on all these things, and have thrown 
thetr whole souls and sympathies into the 
happier art-ages of the past. They have 
gone back,’ said Mr. Rose, raising his voicea 
little, ‘to Athens and to Italy, to the Italy of 
Leo and to the Athens of Pericles. To such 
men the clamour, the interests, the struggles 
af our own times, become as meaningless as 
they really are. To them the boyhood of 
Bathyllus is of more moment than the man- 
hoed of Napoleon. Borgia is a more familiar 
name than Bismarck. I know, indeed—~and 
I really do not blame them—several . dis- 
tinguished artists who, resolving to make 
their whole lives consistently perfect, will, on 
principle, never admit a newspaper into their 
houses that is of later date than the times af 
Addison; and I have good trust that the 
number of such men is on the increase—men 
I mean,’ said Mr. Rose, toying tenderly with 
an exquisite wine-glass of Salviati’s, ‘who 
with a steady and set purpose follow art for 
the sake of art, beauty for the sake of beauty, 
love for the sake of love, life for the sake of 
life.’ 

Mr. Rose's slow gentle voice, which was 
apt at certain times to become peculiarly ' 
irritating, sounded now like the evening air 
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grown articulate, and had secured him 
hitherto a tranquil hearing, as if by a kind of 
spell. This however seemed here in sudden 
danger of snapping. 

‘What, Mr. Rose!’ exclaimed Lady 
Ambrose, ‘do you mean to say, then, that the 
number of people is on the increase who 
won't read the newspapers ?’ 

‘Why, the men must be absolute idiots !’ 
said Lady Grace, shaking her grey curls, and 
putting on her spectacles to look at Mr. 
Rose. 

Mr. Rose however was imperturbable. 

‘Of course,’ he said, ‘you may have 
newspapers if you will: I myself always 
have them; though in general thcy are too 
full of public events to be of much interest. 
I was merely speaking just now of the spirit 
of the movement. And of that we must all 
of us here have some knowledge. We must 
all of us have friends whose houses more or 
less embody it. And even if we had not, we 
could not help seeing signs of it—signs of 
how true and earnest it is, in the enormous 
sums that are now given for really good 
objects.’ 

‘ That,’ said Lady Grace, with some tart- 
ness, ‘is true enough, thank God !’ 

‘But I can’t see,’ said Lady Ambrose, 


BOOK #V. CHAPTER I. 265 


whose name often figured in the Zzmmes, in 
the subscription-lists of advertised charities— 
‘I can’t see, Mr. Rose, any reason in that 
why we should not read the newspapers.’ 

‘The other day, for instance,’ said Mr. 
Rose reflectively, ‘I heard of eight Chelsea 
shepherdesses, picked up by a dealer, I really 
forget where—in some common cottage, if I 
recollect aright, covered with dirt, giving no 
pleasure to anyone—and these were all sold 
in a single day, and not one of them fetched 
less than two hundred and twenty pounds.’ 

‘Z can't help thinking they must have 
come from Cremorne, said Mrs. Sinclair 
softly. 

‘But why, said Mr. Rose, ‘should I 
speak of particular instances? We must all 
of us have friends whose houses are full of 
priceless treasures such as these—the whole 
atmosphere of whose rooms really seems 1m- 
pregnated with art—seems in fact, Mr. 
Herbert, such an atmosphere as we should 
dream of for our new Republic.’ 

‘To be sure,’ exclaimed Lady Ambrose, 
feeling that she had at last got upon solid 
ground, ‘By the way, Mr. Rose,’ she said, 
with her most gracious of smiles, ‘I suppose 
you have hardly seen Lady Julia Hayman’s 
new house in Belgrave Square? I’m sure 
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that would delight you. I should like 
take you.there some day, and show. it to you.’ 

“TI have seen it,: said Mr. Rose, with 
languid condescension. ‘It was very pretty, 
I thought—some of it really quite nice.’ 

This and the slight rudeness of manner it 
was said with, raised Mr. Rose greatly in 
Lady Ambrose’s estimation, and she began to 
think with respect of his late utterances. 

‘Well, Mr. Herbert,’ Mr. Rose went on, 
‘what I want to say is this. We have here 
in the present age, as it is, fragments of the 
right thing. We have a number of isolated 
right interiors ; we have a few, very few right 
exteriors. But in our ideal state, our entire 
city—our London—the metropolis of our 
society, would be as a whole as perfect as 
these fragments. Taste would not there be 
merely an indoor thing. It would be written 
visibly for all to look upon, in our streets, our 
squares, our gardens. Could we only mould 
England to our wishes, the thing to do, I am 
persuaded, would be to remove London to 
some kindlier site, that it might theré be 
altogether born anew. I myself would have 
it taken to the south-west, and to the sea- 
coast, where the waves are blue, and where 
the air is calm and fine, and there—’ 

‘Ah.me!’ sighed Mr. Luke with a lofty 
sadness, ‘ celui: non animam mutant, 
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‘Pardon me,’ said Mr. Rose, ‘few para- 
doxes—and most paradoxes are false—are, I 
think, so false as that. This muck at lIcast of 
séa-like man’s mind has, that scarcely any- 
thing so distinctly gives a tone to it as the 
colour of the skies he lives under. And I 
was going to say,’ he went on, looking out 
dreamily towards the evening waves, ‘that as 
the imagination is a quick workman, I can at 
this moment see our metropolis already trans- 
planted and rebuilt. I seem to see it now as 
it were from a distance, with its palaces, its 
museums, its churches, its convents, its gar- 
dens, its picture galleries—a cluster of domed 
and pillared marble, sparkling on a gray 
headland. It is Rome, it is Athens, it 1s 
Florence, arisen and come to life again, in 
these modern days. ‘The aloe-tree of beauty 
again blossoms there, under the azure stain- 
less sky.’ 

‘Do you know, Mr. Rose,’ said Lady 
Ambrose in her most cordial manner, ‘all 
this is very beautiful; and certainly no one 
can think London as it is more ugly than I 
do. That's natural in me, isn’t it, being a 
denizen of poor prosaic South Audley Street 
as I am? But don't you think that your 
notion is—it’s very beautiful, I quite feel that 
—but don’t you think it is perhaps a little too 
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dream-like—too unreal, if you know what I 
mean ?’ 

‘Such 4 city,’ said Mr. Rose earnestly, ‘is 
indeed a dream, but it is a dream which we 
might make a reality, would circumstances 
only permit of it. We have many amongst 
us who know what is beautiful, and who 
passionately desire it ; and would others only 
be led by these, it is quite conceivable that 
we might some day have a capital, the entire 
aspect of which should be the visible embo- 
diment of our finest and most varied culture, 
our most sensitive taste, and our deepest 
esthetic measure of things. This is what this 
capital of our new Republic must be, this 
dwelling-place of our ideal society. We shall 
have houses, galleries, streets, theatres, such 
as Giulio Romano or Giorgio Vasari, or 
Giulio Campi would have rejoiced to look at ; 
we shall have metal-work worthy of the hand 
of Ghiberti and the praise of Michel Angelo ; 
we shall rival Domenico Beccafumi with our 
pavements. As you wander through our 
thoroughfares and our gardens, your feelings 
will not be jarred by the presence of human 
vulgarity, or the desolating noise of traffic ; 
nor in every spare space will your eyes be 
caught by abominable advertisements of ex- 
cursion trains to Brighton, or of Horniman’s 
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cheap tea. They will rest instead, here on 
an exquisite fountain, here on a statue, here 
on a bust of Zeus or Hermes or Aphrodite, 
glimmering in a laurelled nook; or ona 
Mater Dolorosa looking down on you from 
her holy shrine; or on the carved marble 
gate-posts of our palace gardens, or on their 
wrought iron or wrought bronze gates; or 
perhaps on such triumphal arches as that 
which Antonio San Gallo constructed in 
honour of Charles V., and of which you must 
all remember the description given by Vasari. 
Such a city,’ said Mr. Rose, ‘ would be the 
externalisation of the human spirit in the 
highest state of development that we can 
conceive for it. We should there see ex- 
pressed openly all our appreciations of all 
the beauty that we can detect in the world’s 
whole history. The wind of the spirit that 
breathed there would blow to us from all 
the places of the past, and be charged with 
infinite odours. Every fricze on our walls, 
every clustered capital of a marble column, 
would be a garland or nosegay of associations. 
Indeed, our whole city, as compared with the 
London that is now, would be itself a nosegay 
as compared with a faggot; and as related to 
the life that I would see lived in it, it would be 
like a shell murmuring with all the world’s 
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themories, and held to the ear of the two 
twins, Life and Love.’ 

Mr. Rose had got so dreamy by this time 
that he felt himself the necessity of turning a 
little more matter-of-fact again. 

‘You will see what I mean, plainly 
enough,’ he said, ‘if you will just think of our 
architecture, and consider how that naturally 
will be 

‘Yes,’ said Mr. Luke, ‘I should be glad 
to hear about our architecture.’ 

‘—-How that naturally will be,’ Mr. Rose 
went on, ‘of no style in particular.’ 

‘The deuce it won't!’ exelaimed Mr. 
Luke. 

‘No,’ continued Mr. Rose, unmoved ; ‘no 
style in particular, but a renazssance of all 
styles. It will matter nothing to us whether 
they be pagan or Catholic, classical or 
medizeval. We shall be quite without pre 
judice or bigotry. To the eye of true taste, 
an Aquinas in his cell before a crucifix, or a 
Narcissus gazing at himself ina still fountain, 
are—in their own ways, you know—equally 
beantiful.’ 

‘Well, really,’ said Miss Merton, “I can 
got fancy St. Thomas being a very taking 
object to people who don’t believe in him 
either as a saint ora philosopher. I always 
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think that, except from a Christian point of 
view, a saint can be hardly better described 
than by Newman’s lines, as— 


A bundle of bones, whose breath 
Infec's the world before his death.’ ! 


‘I remember the lines well,’ said ‘Mr. 
Rose calmly, ‘and the writer you mention 
puts them in the mouth of a yelping devil. 
But devils, as far as I know, are not generally 
—except, perhaps, Milton’s—conspicuous for 
taste: indeed, if we may trust Goethe, the 
very touch of a flower is torture to them.’ 

‘Dante’s biggest devil,’ cried Mr. Saun- 
ders, to everyone’s amazement, ‘chewed 
Judas Iscariot like a quid of tobacco, to all 
eternity. He, at any rate, knew what he 
liked.’ . 

Mr. Rose started, and visited Mr. Saun- 
ders witha rapid frown. He then proceeded, 
turning again to Miss Merton as if nothing 
had happened. 

‘Let me rather,’ he said, ‘read a nice 
sonnet to you, which I had sent to me this 
morning, and which was in my mind just now. 
These lines’—-Mr. Rose here produced a 
paper from his pocket—‘ were written by a 
,boy of eighteen—a youth of extraordinary 


} Vide J. H. Newman’s Dream of Gerortitss -' 
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promise, I think, whose education I may my- 
self claim to have had some share in direct- 
ing. Listen,’ he said, laying the verses before 
him, on a clean plate. | 

Three vistons in the watches of one night 

Made sweet my sleep—almost too sweet to tell, 

One was Narcissus by a woodside well, 

And on the moss his limbs and feet were white, 

And one, Queen Venus, blown for my delight 

Across the blue sea in a rosy shell ; 

And one, a lean Aquinas in his cell, 

Kneeling, his pen in hand, with aching sight 

Strained towards a carven Christ; and of these three 

fT knew not which was fatrest. First 1 turned 

Towards that soft boy, who laughed and fled from me ; 

Towards Venus then; and she smiled once, and she 

Filed also. Then with teeming heart I yearned, 

O Angel of the Schools, towards Christ with thee! 
Yes,’ murmured Mr. Rose to himself, folding 
up the paper; ‘they are dear lines. Now, 
there, he said, ‘we have a true and tender 
expression of the really Catholic spirit of 
modern estheticism, which holds nothing 
common or unclean. It isin this spirit, I say, 
that the architects of our state will set to 
work. And thus for our houses, for our 
picture-galleries, for our churches—I trust we 
shall have many churches—they will select 
and combine : 

‘Do you seriously mean,’ broke in Allen, 
a little impatiently, ‘that it is a thing to wish 
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for and to look forward to, that we should 
abandon all attempts at original architecture, 
and content ourselves with simply sponging 
on the past ?’ 

‘I do,’ replied Mr. Rose suavely ; ‘and 
for this reason, if for no other, that the world 
can now successfully do nothing else. Nor, 
indeed, is it to be expected or even wished 
that it should.’ 

‘You say we have no good architecture 
now !’ exclaimed Lady Ambrose; ‘but, Mr. 
Rose, have you forgotten our modern 
churches? Don’t you think them beautiful ? 
Perhaps you never go to All Saints’ ?’ 

‘I every now and then,’ said Mr. Rose, 
‘when I am in the weary mood for it, attend 
the services of our English Ritualists, and I 
admire their churches very much indeed. In 
some places the whole thing is really managed 
with surprising skill. The dim religious twi- 
light, fragrant with the smoke of incense; the 
tangled roofs that the music seems to cling 
to; the tapers, the high altar, and the strange 
intonation of the priests, all produce a curious 
old-world effect, and seem to unite one with 
things that have been long dead. Indeed, it 
all seems to me far more a part of the past 
than the services of the Catholics.’ 

Lady Ambrose did not express her appro- 
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bation of the last part of this sentiment, out 
of regard for Miss Merton; but she gave 
a smile and a nod of pleased intelligence to 
Mr. Rose. | 

‘Yes, Mr. Rose went on, ‘there Is a 
regretful insincerity about it all, that is very 
nice, and that at once appeals to me, “ Gletch 
einer alten halbverklungen Sage.” The priests 
are only half in earnest; the congregations, 
even 

‘Then I am quite sure,’ interrupted Lady 
Ambrose with vigour, ‘that you can never 
have heard Mr. Cope preach.’ 

‘I don’t know,’ said Mr. Rose languidly. 
‘I never enquired, nor have I ever heard 
anyone so much as mention, the names of 
any of them. Now all that, Lady Ambrose, 
were life really in the state it should be, you 
would be able to keep.’ 

‘Do you seriously, and in sober earnest, 
mean,’ Allen again broke in, ‘that you think 
it a good thing that all our art and- architec- 
ture should be borrowed and insincere, and 
that our very religion should be nothing but 
a dilettante memory ?’ 

‘ The opinion,’ said Mr. Rose, ‘which by 
the way you slightly misrepresent, is not 
mine only, but that of all those of our owa 
day who are really devoting themselves to 
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‘art for its own sake. I will try to explain the 
reason of thiss In the world’s life, just as in 
the life of a man, there are certain periods of 

‘eager and all-absorbing action, and these are 
followed by periods of memory and reflection. 
We then look back upon our past, and 
become for the first time conscious of what 
we are, and of what we have done. We 
then see the dignity of toil, and the gramd 
results of it, the beauty and the strength of 
faith, and the fervent power of patriotism ; 
which, whilst we laboured, and believed, and 
loved, we were quite blind to. Upon sucha 
reflective period has the world now entered. 
It has acted and believed already; its task 
now is to learn to value action and belief—to 
feel and to be thrilled at the beauty of them. 
And the chief means by which it can learn 
this is art—the art of a renaissance. For by 
the power of such art, all that was beautiful. 
strong, heroic, or tender in the past—all the 
actions, passions, faiths, aspirations of the 
world, that lie so many fathom, deep in the 
years—float upwards to the tranquil surface 
of the present, and mal.e our lives hke what 
seems to me one of the loveliest things in 
nature, the :iridescent film on the face of a 
stagnant water. Yes; the past is not dead 


unless we choose that it shall be so. Chris- 
T2 


276 THE NEW REPUBLIC. 


tianity itself is not dead. There is “nothing 
of it that doth fade,” but turns “into some- 
thing rich and strange,” for us to give a new 
tone to our lives with. And, believe me,’ 
Mr. Rose went on, gathering earnestness, 
‘that the happiness possible in such conscious 
periods is the only true happiness. Indeed, 
the active periods of the world were not 
really happy at all. We only fancy them to 
have been so by a pathetic fallacy. Is the 
hero happy during his heroism? No, but 
after it, when he sees what his heroism was, 
and reads the glory of it in the eyes of youth 
or maiden.’ 

‘All this is very poor stuff—very poor 
stuff, murmured Dr. Jenkinson, whose face 
had become gradually the very picture of 
crossness. 

‘Do you mean, Mr. Rose,’ said Miss 
Merton, with a half humorous, half incre- 
dulous smile, ‘that we never value religion 
till we have come to think it nonsense ?’ 

‘Not nonsense—no,’ exclaimed Mr. Rose 
in gentle horror ; ‘I only mean that it never 
lights our lives so beautifully as when it is 
leaving them like the evening sun. . It is in 
such periods of the world’s life that art 
springs into being in its greatest splendour. 
Your Raphael, Miss Merton, who painted 
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you your “dear Madonnas,” was a luminous 
cloud in the sunset sky of the Renaissance, 
—a cloud that took its fire from a faith that 
was sunk or sinking.’ 

‘I’m afraid that the faith is not quite 
sunk yet,’ said Miss Merton, with a slight 
sudden flush in her cheeks, and with just the 
faintest touch of suppressed anger. 

Mr. Saunders, Mr. Stockton, Mr. Storks, 
and Mr. Luke all ratsed their eyebrows. 

‘No,’ said Mr. Rose, ‘such cyclic sunsets 
are happily apt to linger.’ 

‘Mr. Rose,’ exclaimed Lady Ambrose, 
with her most gracious of smiles, ‘of course 
everyone who has ears must know that all 
this is very beautiful, but I am positively so 
stupid that I haven’t been quite able to follow 
it all.’ 

‘I will try to make my meaning clearer,’ 
he said, in a brisker tone. ‘I often figure to 
myself an unconscious period and a conscious 
one, as two women—one an_ untamed 
creature with embrowned limbs native to the 
air and the sea; the other marble white and 
swan-soft, couched delicately on cushions 
before a mirror, and watching her own supple 
reflection gleaming in the depths of it. On 
the one is the sunshine and the sea-spray. 
The wind of Heaven and her unbound hair 
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ate playmatés.” ‘FRE lgtitof the skytis in her 
eyes son her lips'is a free daughter. . We 
fook at her, and we know that she is happy. 
We know it, mark me; but she knows it not. 
Turn, however, to the-other, and: all is 
changed. Outwardly, there is no gladness 
there. -Her dark, gleaming eyes open depth 
within depth upon us, like’ the circles of a 
new Inferno. There is a clear, shadowy 
pallor on her cheek. Only her lips are 
scarlet. There is a sadness—a languor, even 
in the grave tendrils of her heavy hair, and 
in each chanzing curve of her bosom as she 
breathes or sighs.’ ~ : 

“What a very odd man Mr. Rose ‘is!’ 
said‘Lady Ambrose in a loud whisper. ‘He 
always seems to talk ef everybody as if they 
had no clothes on. And does he mean by 
this that we ought to be always in the 
dumps ?’ 

‘Yes, Mr. Rose was meanwhile proceed: 
ing, his voice again growing visionary, ‘there 
Is No eagerness, no action there; and yet all 
eagerness, all action is known to her’as the 
‘writing on an open scroll ; only, as she reads, 
‘even in the‘ reading of it, action turns into 
emotioh, and eagerness into a sighing memory. 
Yet such a woman really may stand symbo- 
lically for us as-the patroness and the lady of 
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all gladness, who makes us glad in the only 
way now left us. And not only in the only 
way, but in the best way—the way of ways. 
Her secret is self-consciousness. She knows 
that she is fair; she knows, too, that she is 
sad; but she sees that sadness is lovely, and 
so sadness turns to joy. Such a woman may 
be taken as a symbol, not of our archi- 
tecture only, but of all the esthetic sur- 
roundings with which we shall shelter and 
express our life. Such a woman do I see 
whenever I enter a ritualistic church 

‘I know,’ said Mrs. Sinclair, ‘that very 
peculiar people do go to such places; but, 
Mr. Rose,’ she said with a look of appealing 
enquiry, ‘I thought they were generally 
rather over-dressed than otherwise ?’ 

‘The imagination, said Mr. Rose, open- 
"ing his eyes in grave wonder at Mrs. Sinclair, 
‘may give her what garb it chooses. Our 
whole city, then—the city of our new Re- 
public—will be in keeping with this spirit. It 
will be the architectural and decorative em- 
bodiment of the most educated longings of 
our own times after order and loveliness and 
delight, whether of the senses or the ima- 
gination. It will be, as it were, a resurrec- 
tion of the past, in response to the longing 
and the passionate regret of the present. It 
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will be such a resurrection as took place in 
Italy during its greatest epoch, only with this 
difference———’ 

‘You seem to have forgotten trade and 
business altogether,’ said Dr. Jenkinson. ‘] 
think, however rich you intend to be, you 
will find that they are necessary.’ 

‘Yes, Mr. Rose, you're not going to 
deprive us of all our shops, I hope ?’ said 
Lady Ambrose. 

‘ Because, you know,’ said Mrs. Sinclair, 
with a soft maliciousness, ‘we can’t go with- 
out dresses altogether, Mr. Rose. And if I 
were there,’ she continued plaintively, ‘I 
should want a bookseller to publish the 
scraps of verse—poetry, as I am pleased to 
call it—that I am always writing.’ 

‘Pooh!’ said Mr. Rose, a little annoyed,, 
‘we shall have all that somewhere, of course ” 
but it will be out of the way, in a sort of 
Pirzeus, where the necessary xam7y\o.-—— 

‘A sort of what ?’ said Lady Ambrose. 

‘Mr. Rose merely means, said Donald 
Gordon, ‘that there must be good folding- 
doors between the offices and the house of 
life ; and that the servants are not to be seen 
walking about in the pleasure-grounds.’ 

‘Yes, said Mr. Rose, ‘ exactly so.’ 

‘Well, then,’ said Lady Ambrose, ‘I 
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quite agree with you, Mr. Rose; and if 
wishing were only having, I’ve not the least 
doubt that we should all of us be going back 
to Mr. Rose’s city to-morrow, instead of to 
London, with its carts, and cabs, and smoke, 
and all its thousand-and-one drawbacks. I’m 
sure,’ she said, turning to Miss Merton, ‘ you 
would, my dear, with all your taste.’ 

‘It certainly,’ said Miss Merton, smiling, 
‘all sounds very beautiful. All I am afraid 
of is that we should not be quite worthy of it.’ 

‘Nay, said Mr. Rose, ‘but the very 
point is that we shall be worthy of it, and 
that it will be worthy of us. I said, if you 
recollect, just now, that the world’s ideal of 
the future must resemble in many ways its 
memory of the Italian Renaissance. But 
don’t let that mislead you. It may resemble 
that, but it will be something far in advance 
of it. During the last three hundred years 
—in fact, during the last sixty or seventy 
years, the soul of man has developed 
strangely in its sentiments and its powers of 
feeling ; in its powers, in fact, of enjoying 
life. As I said, 1] have a work in the press, 
devoted entirely to a description of this 
growth. I have some of the proof sheets 
with me; and if you will let me I should like 
to read you one or two passages,’ 
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‘I don't think much can be made out of 
that,’ said Dr. Jenkinson, with a vindictive 
sweetness. ‘ Human sentiment dresses itself 
in different fashions, as human ladies do; but 
I think beneath the surface it is much the 
same. I mean,’ he added, suddenly recollect- 
ing that he might thus seem to be rooting up 
the wheat of his own opinions along with the 
tares of Mr. Rose’s, ‘I mean that I don't 
think in seventy years, or even in three 
hundred, you will be able to show that 
human nature has very much changed. I 
don’t think so.’ 

Unfortunately, however, the Doctor found 
that, instead of putting down Mr. Rose by 
this, he had only raised up Mr. Luke. 

‘Ah, Jenkinson, [ think you are wrong 
there,’ said Mr. Luke. ‘As long as we re- 
cognise that this growth is at present con- 
fined to a very small minority, the fact of 
such growth is ¢42 most important, ¢4e most 
significant of all facts. Indeed, our friend Mr. 
Rose is quite right thus far, in the stress he 
lays on our appreciation of the past, that we 
have certainly in these modern times acquired 
a new sense, by which alone the past can be 
appreciated truly, the sense which, if I may 
invent a phrase for it, I should call that of 
Historical Perspective; so that now really 
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for the first time the landscape of histary is 
beginning to have some intelligible charm for 
us. And this, you know, is not all. Our 
whole views of things—(you, Jenkinson, must 
know this as well as I do)—the Zeztgezst 
breathes upon them, and they do not die; 
but they are changed—they are enlightened.’ 

The Doctor was too much annoyed to 
make any audible answer to this; but he 
murmured with some emphasis to himself, 
‘That's zof what Mr. Kose was saying ; 
that’s of what I was contradicting.’ 

‘You take, Luke, a rather more rose- 
coloured view of things than you did last 
night,’ said Mr. Storks. 

‘No,’ said Mr. Luke, with a sigh, ‘far 
from it. I am not denying (pray, Jenkinson, 
remember this) that the majority of us are at 
present either Barbarians cr Philistines ; and 
the ugliness of these is more glaring now 
than at any former time. But that any of us 
are able to see them thus distinctly in their 
true colours, itself shows that there must be 
a deal of light somewhere. Even to make 
darkness visible some light is needed. We 
should always recollect that. We are anly 
discontented with ourselves when we are 
strngcling to be better than ourselves.’ 

‘And in many ways,’ said Laurence, ‘1 
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think the struggle has been successful, 
Take, for instance, the pleasure we get now 
from the aspects of external nature, and the 
way in which these seem to mix themselves 
with our lives.. This certainly is something 
distinctly modern. And nearly all our other 
feelings, it seems to me, have changed just 
like this one, and have become more sensi- 
tive, and more highly organised. If we may 
judge by its expression in literature, love 
has, certainly; and that I suppose is the 
most important and comprehensive feeling 
in life.’ 

‘Does Mr. Laurence only suppose that ?’ 
sighed Mrs. Sinclair, casting down her eyes. 

‘Well,’ said Dr. Jenkinson, ‘our feelings 
about these two things—about love and ex- 
ternal nature—perhaps have changed somc- 
what. Yes, I think they have. I think you 
might make an interesting magazine article 
out of that—but hardly more.’ 

‘I rather,’ said Laurence apologetically, 
‘agree with Mr. Luke and Mr. Rose, that 
all our feelings have developed just as these 
two have. And I think this is partly owing 
to the fusion in our minds of our sacred and 
secular ideas—which indeed you were speak- 
ing of this morning in your sermon. Thus, 
to find some rational purpose in life was once 
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merely enjoined as a supernatural duty. In our 
times it has taken our common nature upon 
it, and become a natural longing—though, 
I fear,’ he added softly, ‘a fruitless one.’ 
‘Yes,’ suddenly exclaimed Lady Grace, 
who had been listening intently to her 
nephew’s words; ‘and if you are speaking 
of modern progress, Otho, you should not 
leave out the diffusion of those grand ideas 
of justice, and right, and freedom, and 
humanity which are at work in the great 
heart of the nation. We are growing culti- 
vated in Mr. Luke’s noble sense of the word, 
and our whole hearts revolt against the way in 
which women have hitherto been treated, and 
against the cruelties which dogma asserts the ~ 
good God can practise, and the cruelties on 
the poor animals which wicked men do prac- 
tise. And war too, Lady Grace went on, a 
glow mounting into her soft faded cheek, 
‘think how fast we are outgrowing that! 
England at any rate will never watch the 
outbreak of another war, with all its inevi- 
table cruelties, without giving at least one 
sob that shall make all Europe pause and 
listen. Indeed, we must not forget how the 
entire substance of religion is ceasing to be 
a mass of dogmas, and is becoming em- 
bodied instead in practice and in action,’ 
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‘Quite true, Lady Grace,’ said Mr. Luke. 
Lady Grace was just about to have given a 
sign for rising; but Mr. Luke's assent de- 
tained her. ‘As to war,’ he went on, ‘there 
may, of course, be different opinions. Ques- 
tions of policy may arise ’ (‘As if any 
policy, murmured Lady Grace, ‘could justify 
us in such a thing!’) ‘but religion—yes, 
that, as I have been trying to teach the 
warld, is the great and important point on 
which culture is beginning to cast its light— 
and with just the effect which you describe. 
It is true that culture is at present but a 
little leaven hid tna barrel of meal ; but still 
it is doing its work slowly; and in the 
matter of religion—indeed, in all matters, for 
‘religion rightly understood embraces all——’ 
(“ dolike to hear Mr. Luke talk sometimes,’ 
murmured Lady Grace), ‘its effect is just 
this—-to show us that religion in any civilised, 
any’ reasonable, any sweet sense, can never 
be found except embodied in actton; that it 
is, m fact, nothing but right action, pointed—- 
winged, as it were—by right emotion, by a 
‘glow, air aspiration—an aspiration towards 
God-——’ (Lady Grace sighed with feeling) 
—-'not of course, Mr. Luke went on confi- 
dentially, ‘that petulant Pedant .of the 
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theologians—that irritable angry Father, with 
’ the very uncertain temper—but towards-——’ 

‘An infinite, inscrutable, loving Being,’ 
began Lady Grace, with a slight moisture in 
her eyes. 

‘Quite so,’ said Mr. Luke, not waiting to 
listen, ‘towards that great Law—that great 
verifable tendency of things—that great 
stream whose flowing such of us as are able 
are now so anxiously trying to accelerate. 
There is no vain speculation about creation, 
and first causes, and consciousness here, 
which are matters we can never verify, and 
which matter nothing to us ——’ 

‘But, stammered Lady Grace aghast, 
‘Mr. Luke, do you mean to say that—but it 
surely must matter something whether God 
can hear our prayers, and will help us, and 
whether we owe Him any duty, and whether 
He is conscious of what we do, and will 
judge us—it must matter 

Mr. Luke leaned forwards towards Lady 
Grace, and spoke to her in a confidential 
whisper. 

‘Not two straws—not that,’ he said with 
a smile, and a very slight fillip of his finger 
and thumb. 

Lady Grace was thunderstruck. 

‘But, again she stammered softly and 
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eagerly, ‘unless you say there is no per- 
sonal—_—’ 

Mr. Luke hated the word Zersonal; it was 
so much mixed up in his mind with theology, 
that he even winced if he had to speak of 
personal talk. 

‘ My dear Lady Grace,’ he said, ina tone of 
surprised remonstrance, ‘you are talking like 
a Bishop.’ 

‘Well, certainly,’ said Lady Grace, rising, 
and struggling, she hardly knew how, into a 
smile, ‘zolo episcopart. You see I do know 
a little Latin, Mr. Luke.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Mr. Luke with a bow, as he 
pushed back a chair for her, ‘and a bit that 
has more wisdom in it than all other ecclesi- 
astical Latin put together.’ 

‘We're going to leave you gentlemen to 
smoke your cigarettes, said Lady Grace. 
‘We think of going down on the beach for a 
little, and looking at the sea, which is getting 
' silvery; and by-and-by, I dare say you will 
not expel us if we come back for a little tea 
and coffee.’ 

‘Damn it!’ 

Scarcely had the last trailing skirt swept 
glimmering out of the pavilion into the 
mellow slowly-brightening moonlight, than 
thé gentlemen were astounded by this sudden 
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and terrible exclamation. It was soon found 
to have issued from Mr. Saunders, who had 
hardly spoken more than a few sentences 
during the whole of dinner. 

‘What can be the matter ?’ was enquired 
by several voices, 

‘My fool of a servant,’ said Mr. Saunders 
sullenly, ‘has, I find, in packing, wrapped up 
a small sponge of mine in my disproof of 
God’s existence.’ 

‘H’f, shuddered Mr. Rose, shrinking 
from Mr. Saunders’s somewhat piercing tones, 
and resting his forehead on his hand, ‘my 
head aches sadly. I think I will go down to 
the sea, and join the ladies.’ 

‘T, said Mr. Saunders, ‘if you will ex- 
cusc mc, must go and see in what state the 
document is, as I left it drying, hung on the 
handle of my jug.’ 

No sooner had Mr. Saunders and Mr. 
Rose departed than Dr. Jenkinson began to 
recover his equanimity somewhat. Seeing 
this, Mr. Storks, who had himself during 
dinner been first soothed and then ruffled 
into silence, found suddenly the strings of 
his tongue loosed. 

‘ Now, those are the sort of young fellows,’ 
he said, looking after the retreating form of 
Mr. Saunders, ‘that really do a good deal to 
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bring all solid knowledge into contempt in 
the minds of the half-educated. There's a 
certain hall in London, not far from the top 
of Regent Street, where I’m told he gives 
Sunday lectures.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Dr. Jenkinson, sipping his 
claret, ‘it’s all very bad taste—very bad taste.’ 

‘And the worst of it is,’ said Mr. Storks, 
‘that these young men really get hold of a 
fact or two, and then push them on to their 
own coarse and insane conclusions—which 
have, I admit, to the vulgar eye, the look of 
being obvious.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Dr. Jenkinson, with a seraphic 
sweetness, ‘we should always suspect every- 
thing that seems very obvious. Glaring in- 
consistencies and glaring consistencies are 
both sure to vanish if you look closely into 
them.’ 

‘Now, all that about God, for instance,’ 
Mr. Storks went on, ‘is utterly uncalled for ; 
and, as young Saunders puts it, is utterly mis- 
leading.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Dr. Jenkinson, ‘it a// depends 
upon the way you say it.’ 

_ ‘TI hardly think,’ said Mr. Stockton with 
a sublime weariness, ‘that we need waste 
much thought upon 47s way. It is a very 
commen one—that of the puppy that barks 
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at the heels of the master whose meat it 
steals,’ 

‘May I, said Mr. Herbert gently, after 
a moment’s pause, ‘ask this, for I am a little 
puzzled here. Do I understand that Mr. 
Saunders’s arguments may be held, on the 
face of the thing, to disprove the existence of 
God ?’ 

Mr. Storks and Mr. Stockton both stared 
gravely on Mr. Herbert; and said nothing. 
Dr. Jenkinson stared at him too; but the 
Doctor's eye lit up into a little sharp twinkle 
of benign content and amusement, and he 
said— 

‘No, Mr. Herbert, I don’t think Mr. 
Saunders can disprove that, nor anyone else 
either. For the world has at present no 
adequate definition of God; and I think we 
should be able to define a thing before we 
can satisfactorily disprove it. I think so. I 
have no doubt Mr. Saunders can disprove the 
existence of God, as he would define Him. 
All atheists can do that.’ 

‘Ah, murmured Mr. Stockton, ‘nobly 
said !’ 

‘But that’s not the way,’ the Doctor went 
on, ‘to set to work—this kind of rude denial. 
We must be loyal to nature. We must do 


nothing er saltum. We must Le paticnt. 
U2 
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We mustn’t leap at Utopias, either religious 
or irreligious. Let us be content with the 
knowledge that all dogmas will expand tn 
proportion as we feel they need expansion ; 
for all mere forms are transitory, and even the 
personality of ——’ 

Fatal word! It was like a match to a 
cannon. 

‘ Ah, Jenkinson,’ exclaimed Mr. Luke, and 
Dr. Jenkinson stopped instantly, ‘ we see what 
you mean; and capital sense it is too. But 
you do yourself as much as anyone else a 
great injustice, in not sceing that the age is 
composed of two parts, and that the cultured 
minority is infinitely in advance of the Phil- 
istine majority—which alone is, properly 
speaking, the present; the minority being 
really the soul of the future waiting for its 
body, which at present can exist only as a 
Utopia. It is the wants of this soul that we 
have been talking over this afternoon. When 
the ladies come back to us, there are several 
things that I should like to say; and then 
you will see what we mean, Jenkinson—and 
that even poor Rose has really some right 
on his side.’ ) 

At the mention of Mr. Rose’s name the 
Doctor’s face again curdled into frost. 

‘I don’t think so.’ That was all he said, 
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CHAPTER II. 


AZE could really, Mr. Luke, almost 
fancy that we heard the Sirens 
singing, just now, said Mrs. 
Sinclair, when the ladies of the 
party had returned from their ramble on the 
shore, with Mr. Rose amongst them, like 
Apollo leading the Muses. 

The coloured lamps were now glowing 
brightly, with their green and purple clusters ; 
the table was glittering under them, a wilder- 
ness of enchanted sparklings ; and outside the 
moonlight was bathing everything, the roof 
and pillars of the pavilion, the myrtles, and 
the multitudes of crowding roses, which 
trembled just a little in the air that they 
themselves scented. 

‘Ves,’ Mrs. Sinclair said, whilst there were 
some arrangements going on amongst the 
others with shawls and opera-cloaks, ‘I never 
saw anything like the sea to-night. Far off 
the spray amongst the rocks looked like mer- 
maids playing; and at our feet it seemed 
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as if the little pale waves were whispering 
and sighing messages to us. I don’t think I 
should like to tell quite all I thought they 
said to me. And listen,’ she cried with a faint 
sigh, ‘is not that the nightingale? It is—I 
am certain it is —~ 

The same that oft-times hath 

Charmed magic casements opening on the form 

Of perilous seas in faery lands forlorn.'! 

What a night it is, to be sure! We all felt 
down on the beach as if we were literally 
breathing in Romance—or—well, I don’t 
know what the right word ts.’ 

‘And I,’ said Mr. Rose, ‘have been ex- 
plaining to them, that, had they lived in any 
other age, they would have felt nothing of all 
this; that they feel it, by virtue of senses that 
have only been acquired in ours.’ 

‘Yes, said Mr. Luke, clearing his throat ; 
‘that’s quite true, and I want now to try and 
explain clearly how and why it is true. I 
was particularly anxious,’ he said ina whisper 
to Laurence as he drew his chair forward, ‘to 
speak of this when your Roman Catholic 
friend was here; as she seems a very in- 
telligent young lady, and is, I have no doubt, 
fully alive to some of the grotesquenesses of 
what she considers to be her creed.’ 

‘oss? 3? Keats, Oe to the Nightingale, | 
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Mr. Luke resettled himself. On one side 
of him was Miss Merton, in a pale blue opera 
cloak, bordered with white fur, and embroi- 
dered with gold, something in her large eyes 
of a subdued sadness; and on the other side 
was Mrs. Sinclair, all in white, who looked 
like a wood-anemone against a background 
of dark foliage. 

‘Now, Mr. Luke continued, raising his 
voice a little, but speaking with a more 
mellow persuasiveness than usual, ‘we all of 
us feel, in a general way—I think I may say 
that we nearly all of us feel—that the cul- 
tured minority of the present age is endowed 
with feelings, sentiments, and powers of in- 
sight, not only in advance of its common 
contemporaries, but in advance of all preced- 
ing times. We understand natural beauty, 
and natural affections, and above all moral 
beauty, in a new way, all our own. Now, to 
what is the advance due ? It is all due to cul- 
ture in its highest connection—its connection 
with religion. We feel stronger emotions 
about natural scenery, for just the same reason 
that we feel stronger emotions about righte 
ousness. And the reason is, that our emo- 
tions, in either case, no longer tempt us to 
draw grotesque inferences from themselves. 
There’s the whole heart of the matter. We 
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rest gratefully content with the objects that 
excite our love; we don’t pass away beyond 
them, and forget them. You had an excel- 
lent instance of the old treatment I condemn in 
those verses of Euripides which Mr. Laurence 
has translated with so much tenderness, 
There, you see, you have nature—flowers, 
meadows, and so forth ; and more important 
still, you have a high conception of virtue. 
But yet in that poem you have no real feel- 
ing for either the flowers or the virtue. The 
feeling only grazes these, so to speak, and 
glances off to a shadowy deity beyond, who 
was no more true, no more verzfadb/e, than 
any of the rest of her kind, male or female, 
singular or triple. And now, Mr. Luke 
went on, turning to Miss Merton, ‘here is 
another illustration of the whole thing—of 
the advance made by culture in our entire 
mental state, of which I particularly wanted 
to talk to you (for in one point at least we 
agree, even professedly—the doctrine of de- 
velopment), and this is an illustration of it that 
you in a special way will appreciate. Voz, 
of course, said Mr. Luke, ‘know something 
more or less about St. Augustine, I suppose.’ 

As it was with her reading that Father's 
account of 4zs conversion that Miss Merton 
in a peculiar way associated her own, she 
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looked at Mr. Luke with increased interest, 
feeling at the same time that she had cer- 
tainly as much knowledge on the subject as 
he so generously gave her credit for. 

‘Well,’ Mr. Luke went on, ‘ Augustine 
was on the whole, you know, the most cul- 
tured of all the Fathers, and, considering the 
early date at which he lived, had in some 
ways a real insight into Christianity ; so we 
may safely consider him as the most favour- 
able specimen of the results of the old system. 
Let us take then the purest and most elevat- 
ing of all the pleasures of life, and enquire, 
through him, how it is treated and looked 
upon by theological Christianity. The eyes, 
says Augustine, love fair and various forms, 
and shining and lovely colours; and all day 
long they are before me, and solicit my con- 
templation. “For” (and this exquisite sen- 
tence I remember in his very words) “the 
Light, that queen of colours, bathing all that 
we can look upon, from morning till evening, 
let me go where I will, will still keep gliding 
by me in unnumbered guises, and soothes me 
whilst I am busy at other things, and am 
thinking nothing of her.”’! 

Miss Merton was pleased at the apprecia- 


3 Vide Aug, Conf. 1. ix. e. 34 
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tive tone in which Mr. Luke quoted. Mr. 
Luke noticed this, and he was pleased also. 
‘And now,’ he continued, ‘what return 

does our gentleman make to the light for 
its beautiful and constant service.to him? 
Does he thank it ? does he praise it? dees 
he seek it? No—’ Mr. Luke here gave a 
little laugh—‘ not a bit of it! He prays to 
his God that he may be delivered from its 
insidious snares; he envies the blindness of 
Tebit, and describes himself as “earnestly 
groaning” under the temptations of these 
eyes of his flesh. That is all! There,’ said 
Mr. Luke, with a confident appeal to Miss 
Merton, whose expression was now slightly 
altering, ‘we have in a most pointed form 
the barbarising results of the old theological 
religion. And now, put side by side with 
this, the following expression of the religion 
of sweet reason, such as culture reveals it to 
us. It deals with exactly the same sense, 
and the same pleasures :— 

What soul was his, when, from the naked top 

Of some bold headland, he beheld the sun 

Rise up, and bathe the world in light! He looked ~ 

Ocean and earth, the solid frame of eaith 

And ocean’s liquid mass beneath him lay 

In gladness and deep joy. The clouds were touched 


And in their silent faces could be read 
Unutterable love. Sound needed none, 
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Nor any voice of joy ; his spirit drank 

The spectacle : sensation, soul, and form, 

All melted into him : they swallowed up 

His animal being ; in them did he live, 

And by them did he live ; they were his life. 

In such access of mind, in such high hour 

Of visitation from the living God, 

Thought was not; in enjoyment it expired ; 

No thanks he breathed, he proffered no request.' 

A sudden sigh here escaped from some 
one. Mr. Luke looked round. 

‘Ah, exclaimed Mr. Stockton, ‘what a 
description of prayer! Whata noble, what 
a magnificent description ! ’ 

The fashion of Mr. Luke’s countenance 
changed. He stopped short, he would not 
proceed a word farther. Lis whole quota- 
tion had been ruined, he felt, by this odious 
interruption. 

‘I never supposed,’ said Miss Merton, 
who thought Mr. Luke pausing that she 
might give in her acquiescence, ‘I never sup- 
posed St. Augustine’s views quite final upon 
all matters. I dare say there are some 
things that even I could have taught him.’ 

She smiled as she said this; but there 
was a little embarrassment in her tone which 
was perceived by Laurence, and which 
brought him at once to her rescue. 


1 Vide Wordsworth, Excursion, Book i, 
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‘I,’ he said, ‘think the contrast Mr. Luke 
has drawn even stronger than he has made 
it. I by no means think that Augustine 
was afraid of the pleasures of light and 
sight as they were enjoyed by Wordsworth ; 
for I can hardly fancy that he could have had 
the least conception of them. They scem to 
me a new and peculiar heritage, which we 
may all more or less have part in; but which 
by former ages were undreamt of, not re- 
jected. I often myself look back on a certain 
early walk I took one spring morning in these 
gardens—amongst the very trees and flower- 
beds we are now looking out upon. The fresh 
softness that was in the air, and all the wan- 
dering scents, like dreams or prophecies of 
summers gone or coming, and the wet light 
glistening on the dewy leaves, seemed to go 
at once to the soul—to “melt into me,” as 
into Wordsworth’s herdsman. Once I sur- 
prised myself stooping under a dripping 
bough, to look upwards at a yellow flower, 
and watch it lonely against a background of 
blue sky ; and once I started to find myself 
quite lost in staring at a red rock, gleaming 
amongst shrubs and ivy, which a plant of 
periwinkle spangled with a constellation of 
purple stars. The colour, the shape, the smell 
of every leaf and flower—each seemed to 
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touch me like a note of music; and the 
bloom of morning mist was over everything.’ 

‘Ah,’ said Mrs. Sinclair, her dark eyes 
gleaming in the moonlight, ‘how those spring 
mornings sometimes make onc sick with 
longing !’ 

‘Yes,’ said Laurence, ‘with longing— 
with a vague longing; not always, I am 
afraid, with thanksgiving or with praise. But 
I think the feeling in all its moods is the same 
in some ways. It is a mixing together of 
outward and inward things--- our whole inward 
lives passing out of us into Nature; Nature 
melting into us, and growing part of our in- 
ward lives, so that all our hopes and fears 
and memories become embodied _ things, 
touching us in scents of flowers, in the breath 
of the air, in the sparkle of water, or mixing, 
like Hamadryads, their beings with the trees. 
Now, could I have described such feelings as 
these—my own state of mind during my 
morning walk—to Saint Augustine, he would 
not have understood me. He would have 
thought me raving. And my case is not 
peculiar. These feelings are no private things 
of my own. They belong to our whole age. 
And of this,’ Laurence went on, ‘you may 
sce a very curious proof in a part of our 
modern literature, which as literature is least 
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successful. I mean, a certain class of novels: 
not the works of the greater novelists, still 
less the works of the professional novel- 
manufacturers ; not these, but a sort of pro- 
duction almost peculiar to our own time—the 
novels of amateurs, who write perhaps but a 
single book during their whole lives; and 
that one, with the simple aim of pouring out 
their own feelings for themselves to contem- 
plate, or of explaining to themselves or others 
their own histories.’ 

‘And so,’ said Mr. Storks, ‘you would 
gauge the refinement of the age by its silliest 
novels ?’ 

‘I think we too often forget,’ said 
Laurence, ‘that a very silly book may be 
evidently the work of a very clever person ; 
and may show its author possessed of every 
gift, except that of literature. And in many 
of the poor novels I am speaking of, the 
utter failure of the expression often only calls 
cur attention more strongly to the depth, the 
delicacy, and the refinement of what the 
writer has struggled to express. I was read- 
ing a girl’s novel in the train the other day, 
called Love zx a Life. Its long spasms of 
ungrammatical verbiage, its utter want of 
knowledge of the world, would have turned 
the dullest reviewer, in spite of himself, into a 
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caustic wit. But there was a something all 
through it, that its authoress was trying—try- 
ing to utter, that reminded me of Ariel try 
ing to escape from his tree. What, Lady 
Ambrose! Have you written a novel ? 
No? Then whyare you looking so mysteri- 
ous, and so full of meaning ?’ 

‘Go on, Mr. Laurence,’ said Lady Am- 
brose. ‘I'll show you by-and-by.’ 

‘Well,’ said Laurence, ‘take any one of 
these novels, and you will find the writer 
looking on Nature in just that peculiar 
modern way that we have been talking of. 
I don’t say you will always find the senti- 
ment in the books, but the books will show 
you that you would find it in the writers. 
And this feeling about Nature is but an 
example of others. Take, as I said, the 
modern conception of love, and study that 
too, in these foolish novels. You will find 
half the folly comes from an attempt to 
express much, not from success in expressing 
little.’ 

A pause followed this. It was broken at 
last by Allen. 

‘I quite agree with Mr. Laurence,’ he 
said diffdently. ‘I have not much right to 
judge, I dare say. I am nota great reader ; 
and I can only speak from books, But still 
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I know a little of the love poetry of this and 
of other times; and the poetry of this has 
always seemed to me far—far the highest. 
It has seemed to me to give the passion so 
much more meaning, and such a much 
greater influence over all life. And this, I 
suppose, must be because men, as the world 
goes on, are really learning to love in a 
higher way than perhaps they themselves 
are often conscious of.’ 

‘I think some philosopher,’ murmured 
Mrs. Sinclair to Leslie, ‘says we feel that we 
are greater than we know. It must be a 
great comfort sometimes to know that we 
are greater than we feel.’ 

‘Is it not Novalis, went on Allen, ‘who 
says that if all the human race were a single 
pair of lovers, the difference between mysti- 
cism and _ non-mysticism would cease? 
Would that have been understood even a 
hundred years ago? But as to pocts, I was 
thinking of two English poets of our own 
day especially. Shakespeare may of course 
have exhibited the working of love more 
powerfully than they ; yet Iam sure he could 
never have conceived its meaning and 
its nature so deeply. No heroine of his 
could have understood Mrs. Browning’s 
Sonnets from the Portuguese; nor any hero of 
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his her husband’s love lyrics. What seems 
to me the thing so peculiarly modern, is this 
notion of love as something which, once 
truly attained, would, as Browning says, 


make Time break, 
Letting us pent-up creatures through 
Into Eternity, our due. ’! 


‘Ah!’ murmured Mrs. Sinclair, ‘but sup- 
pose there is no eternity! I think we had 
better take what we can, and be thankful. 
Listen—listen again! ‘The nightingales, 
the nightingales!” There, Lord Allen, there 
is a bit of your Mrs. Browning for you.’ 

‘What, Lord Allen!’ said Lady Am- 
brose, ‘and is Mr. Robert Browning a 
better poet than Shakespeare? I always 
thought Shakespeare was gzz¢e our best.’ 

‘It is not a question, said Laurence, as 
Allen did not speak, ‘of different poets, but 
of different ages. I have often wondered 
myself how far Fazs¢ would have appealed to 
the author of Mam/ct, and whether all the 
spiritual action of the drama, in so far as it 
relates to the heroine, might not be lost upon 
him. What a difference between Maryaret 
and Ophelia—not between themselves, but 
between the parts they play! Shakespezre 


' Vide Mr. R. Browning’s Dis aliter visum., 
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himself might have understood Margaret's 
influence. I doubt it. But even if he had, 
that would prove little. Shakespeare’s was 
The prophetic soul 
Of the wide world dreaming on things to come ;! 
and the ‘wide world” of his time would it- 
self have understood nothing of it. But what 
strikes me still more than the growth of par- 
ticular feelings, is the infusion and the inter- 
penetration of all. Look at Shakespcare’s 
Sonnets. He loved the objects they were 
‘addressed to; he loved flowers and Nature. 
But these two sets of things were connected 
only in his mind, they were not fused. Take, 
however, that most typical of all modern 
poems—the celebrated love-song in A/aud, 
and think of that :— 
The slender acacia would not shake 
One long milk-bloom on the tree ; 
The white lake-blossom fell into the lake, 
And the pimpernel dozed on the lea ; 
But the rose was awake all night for your sake, 
Knowing your promise to me ; 


The lilies and roses were all awake, 
They sighed for the dawn and thee. 


What a passion ishere! Wealmost hear the 
lover's pulses as they painfully beat quicker. 
Our breath catches with his: and we 


' Vide Shakespeare, Sczmeé cvii. 
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Jong and lonz with his longing. And yet 
hardly a word about his feelings. is said 
directly. The secrct is echoed back to us 
from the scene and from the summer night. 
It is the milk-bloom of the acacia, the musk 
of the roses, the stir of the morning breeze, 
that tells it all to us as if they were living 
things, and as if a human passion had passed 
into them for a soul. Now, would the world 
have understood this in any other times but 
ours? I don’t think even Shakespeare's 
Jessica would, nor Dante’s Beatrice, nor 
Petrarch’s Laura, nor Horace’s Lydia, nor 
Plato's Diotima, nor Homer’s Helen,’ 
‘Listen!’ exclaimed Mr. Rose eagerly, 
as soon as Laurence stopped ; ‘will you let 
me read one passage out of my work which 
bears upon this very point—in fact, sums up 
exactly what you have been saying? It 
occurs,’ said Mr. Rose, who was sittiffg ready 
under one of the lamps with some pritifer’s 
proofs before him, ‘in my Lssay on Capacity. 
“But chief”—this is the passage I mean— 
“But chief amongst the new things which the 
heart of man has come to the understanding of, 
zs the passion of love, in tts distenctly modern 
form. The goddcss of this love ts no longer 
the Aphrodtte cf the Grecks, or the Mary of 


the Christians. She ts a mystertous hybrid 
X2 ? 
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being, in whose veins ts the blood of both of 
them. She is Mary in her deserve of the 
Creator ; shets Aphrodite in her desire of the 
creature; and in her desire of the creation, she 
tsalso Artenius.”’ (‘Oh, this will xever do— 
this will zever do |!’ muttered Dr. Jenkinson to 
himself, tapping with his feet on the ground.) 
'* Into the strange passion,”’ Mr. Rose 
went on, ‘“ of which hers ts the tutelage, there 
have melted the sounds of woods and of 
waters, and the shapes and the hues of moun- 
tains, and the savour of airs and winds, and 
the odours of all flowers. All the joys, indeed, 
of the senses have fallen into rt, like streams 
into one sea. And with the zoys of the spirit 
wt has been Likewise. But whereas the senses 
have contributed ther joys mainly, the spirit 
has contributed its sorrows and pains as well. 
Lhroughout this love, despite rts fulness of life, 
there yet runs also a constant taint of death, 
of which ut needs cleansing—grotesque troubles 
and misgivings of conscience, and clowstral 
meditations, and fantastic repentances. For this 
very reason, however, ts rt the more wholly ex- 
pressive tous of the man’s inner development. 
lt shows us how all his desires, senses, and 
powers of feeling have been growing together, 
and coalescing into a single organism, capable 
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of quite new sets of pleasures, and respond- 
ang to far finer movements from without.”’ 

‘H’m,’ said Mr. Luke slowly, in a tone ol 
meditative commendation, ‘there’s a great 
deal of truth in that—a very great deal—if 
the fellow,’ he added to himself, ‘ would only 
put it a little better.’ 

‘Are you gzite sure,’ said Dr. Jenkinson, 
looking round him in an agony of suppressed 
irritation, ‘that anyone at all feels all these 
things, beyond the very few people who talk 
about them ?’ 

‘Yes,’ said Mr. Rose, smiling with a 
honeyed gravity, and wholly unconscious of 
the Doctor's animus, ‘all feel thus who have 
any part or lot in the world’s development.’ 

‘You, said the Doctor, turning sharply 
away from Mr. Rose, ‘think so, Laurence, 
don’t you, because you find some of the same 
sort of phrases in novels ? I don’t think you'll 
find very much thought in those novels —not 
very much. They are effeminate foolish 
beoks.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Allen with an assenting voice 
that much pleased the Doctor, ‘a great deal 
of this increased depth and refinement of 
feeling, I know, is very good—all of it, I 
dare say, may be. But still, if left to itself, it 
must tend—indeed, I have often seen it tend 
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—to make men effeminate, as Dr. Jenkinson 
says, and unfit for work. Now, I dare say 
Mr. Luke will call me a barbarian, but I am 
going to venture to say that, in spite of all 
that is said against it, that barbarous thing 
sport—shooting, deer-stalking, hunting—1s of 
great value, especially to people who are not 
barbarians, as a kind of mental tonic. It 
makes them active and spirited—it must do 
so: it gives them presence of mind, and a 
readiness to exert themselves; and though 
sport may in one sense be a self-indulgence, 
it is a self-indulgence that is constantly 
teaching all sorts of self-denial.’ 

‘My dear Lord Allen,’ said Mr. Luke, 
‘I most entirely agree with you. It does 
seem, I admit, at first sight, a somewhat 
singular thing, that the result of the latest 
civilisation should be to give men leisure to 
return to the occupations of their earliest 
barbarism—and those too deprived of their 
one justification—necessity. But still these 
barbarous sports must, as you say, if not 
pursued too exclusively, give a valuable 
moral tone to minds whose refinement might 
else become weakness. Only the worst of the 
matter, as it actually stands, is this—that the 
majority of people who do follow sport, are 
the very people who have no refinement that 
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needs strengthening, but merely an idle aim- 
less strength that needs refining. And you 
must remember, Lord Allen, that the man 
who is gluttonous of aimless bodily action is 
no better than the man who is an epicure in 
aimless mental emotion.’ 

‘And so, said Donald Gordon, with 
devout solemnity, ‘this is what we must 
remedy in our new Republic. Our gentle. 
men there must have both sides of their 
nature developed equally ; and they must be 
at once so intellectual and so manly, as to be 
content that partridges and foxes shall die 
exclusively for them, without their living ex- 
clusively for partridges and foxes.’ 

‘Exactly so,’ said Mr. Luke drily. 

‘Some one observed this afternoon,’ said 
Allen, turning alittle stiffly to Donald Gordon, 
‘how one could see the expression of a girl’s 
face changed by the influence of a little 
genuine mental culture. I have noticed the 
same thing in men’s faces, under the influence 
of a littlke genuine bodily culture. And 
I think myself that the moors of your 
country, or a river in Norway, or a good 
cruise in a yacht, may go-—well, at least half 
as far towards making a complete man, as 
the study of books, and art, and poetry, in 
an arm-chair, or in a picture-gallery.’ 
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‘Il think that is so true, said Miss 
Merten softly to him in a whisper, for Dr. 
Jenkinson had begun to speak. 

‘ But,’ the Doctor was saying, ‘you must 
want something besides looking at pretty 
scenery, and falling in love, and shooting. I 
think you want something besides that to 
make life complete. You will want to exer- 
cise your intellect—your reason.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Allen, ‘and I defend all this 
voluntary physical exercise and excitement, 
because I think it makes the mind even more 
healthy than it does the body.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Dr. Jenkinson with a smile, ‘I 
think that’s right.’ 

‘You, gentlemen,’ interposed Lady Grace, 
‘seem to be taking very good care of your- 
selves; but are we women to shoot and 
take all this exercise also ?’ 

‘That,’ said Mr. Luke with a courtly 
smile, ‘we defer to your superior wisdom. 
There are, however, two helps to education, 
akin to exercise, in which both sexes will 
share, and which in a perfect state of society 
would be most important in their results. I 
mean travelling, and the halving of our lives 
between town and country. The completeness, 
the many-sidedness of such culture as there is 
amongst us, is in a great measure due to 
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these; but it is only slowly that we are 
learning to use them properly. Of course, 
Jenkinson, you understand all this—no man 
can do so better. It is simply the music and 
gymnastic of the Grecks. It is simply true 
education, which is but another name _ for 
culture. And in the cultivated man, thought, 
and taste, and feeling, and spirit are really 
all one, and fused together. Could we but 
look forward to a time when all or even the 
greater part of those one meets would unite 
these priceless gifts, there might then indecd 
be. some satisfaction and some hope in 
life.’ 

‘And don’t you want goodness?’ said 
Dr. Jenkinson, all his sharpness returning ; 
‘do you want no sense of duty, and right, and 
wrong?’ 

‘Yes,’ said Laurence, ‘but we have in- 
cluded that already. We have found that 
that is pre-supposed in every educated 
pleasure. It is that that gives even our 
lightest conversation its best sparkle, and 
beads its surface over with its bright, crisp 
foam of half-conscious irony. The moral 
ideal is a note, as it were, which we are 
always hearing, and with which our daily talk 
makes continual harmonies, because it is never 
pitched in unison with it. Thus we talk 
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of killing time, and so on, as being the 
great end of our lives; of money or position 
being the only thing to marry for; and of 
marriage ties as if they were always a 
weariness, or a grotesque torture.’ 

‘And thus,’ said Leslie, ‘we say a man 
has had, par excellence, a success, when he 
has, for his own selfish pleasure, done a 
woman the greatest injury possible.’ 

‘And thus,’ said Donald Gordon softly, 
‘when he does not tell all the world he 
has done so, we say he is a perfect gentle- 
man.’ 

‘And do you want no religion?’ said 
Dr. Jenkinson, paying no attention to all 
this, but again turning to Mr. Luke. 

‘My dear Jenkinson,’ said Mr. Luke, 
‘you and I agree upon these matters so well, 
that I think you must be trying to misunder- 
stand us. Can religion and morals be 
separated ? and are not they both included in 
what we mean by culture? Is it not in virtue 
of culture—of that nice and complex discri- 
mination—that we can tell at once when we 
come across a genuine Jdogzon of Jesus 
amongst the sayings vulgarly supposed to be 
most distinctive of Him? Think, for in- 
stance,’ Mr. Luke continued, ‘what a beauti- 
ful and profound harmony is at once made 
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amongst our heartstrings, if culture have 
really tuned them, by such a story as that of 
the woman taken in adultery, or by the 
parable of the Prodigal Son, or by such simple 
pregnant sayings as, “ vrdyw Kal eoyouat Tpos 
was,” and then turn for a moment to the 
theological accounts of the Trinity! Why,’ 
exclaimed Mr. Luke with a sudden jauntiness, 
‘to sit on the key-board of an organ would 
make music compared to the discord, the 
jangling, the string-breaking that Church 
Catechisms, and Athanasian Creeds, and 
Episcopal speculations on the personality of 
the Creator, make on the musical instrument 
of the cultured mind. Ah,’ Mr. Luke con- 
tinued, ‘could the Founder of Christianity 
only have found men of more culture as His 
immediate disciples and reporters—could He 
only have secured a biographer as simply 
honest as poor Boswell was——Well, well, but 
it’s no use speculating about what might have 
been. Religion has had bad times hitherto, 
but now at last we—some of us, at least—are 
seeing the way to make them better; you 
yourself, Jenkinson, amongst the number. 
And all this is due to that very thing which 
we Say is the essence of the best human life— 
culture; culture which is neither religion, nor 
morality, nor taste, nor intellect, nor know- 
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ledge, nor wide reading, but the single result 
of all—and this,’ Mr. Luke added, ‘showing 
itself to the full—doing itself complete justice, 
through—as our friends have already said— 
what we call polish and high-breeding, and 
refinement of manner, and of manners.’ 

‘Surely you,’ said Mr. Stockton, turning 
to Dr. Jenkinson with the most mollifying 
deference, ‘must agree with us that the present 
century has seen the soul of man widening 
out, with all its marvellous powers, and dis- 
playing new riches of beauty like an unfolding 
flower. But whilst we value—and none can 
value more than I—our higher flights of 
imagination, our finer forms of love, and poetry, 
and worship, I am not blind to the great 
agent that is at the bottom of all this change. 
I mean the emancipated human intellect, 
with all its manifold apparatus of discovery 
and conquest—that great liberator of life, and 
thought, and religion.’ 

‘There is some truth in that,’ said Dr. 
Jenkinson, not ungraciously, ‘ but I think you 
are all putting it ina wrong way. And, Luke,’ 
he added with a little more causticity, ‘to 
understand Christianity, you must ‘know 
something of other religions too. You 
must study the great religions of the East, 
and compare them with those of the West. 
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No religion can be understood by its own 
light only.’ 

‘In our ideal city, said Mr. Rose, ‘as I 
saw it in my brief Apocalypse, you will finda 
home and a temple for every creed, and for 
every form of worship.’ 

‘What!’ exclaimed Lady Ambrose, ‘ does 
Dr. Jenkinson want us to introduce Juggernaut 
and his car into England ?’ 

‘May I ask you one question,’ broke in 
Mr. Herbert suddenly, ‘a question which at 
times, I confess, seems to me not without 
importance! Will this religion of yours, as 
you told us in the afternoon it was based on 
the discrimination between good and evil, 
also involve a discrimination between life and 
death ? Will it, I mean, point to any other 
lite beyond this, or will it not? Is whatever 
evil and sorrow we patiently suffer, a thing 
which, if it do not bring its reward to us here, 
will never bring us any reward at all? And 
shall we call the death of the noble sufferer 
blessed for no other reason than that he 
rests from his labours and his works do 
not follow him ?’ 

‘Dear me! dear me!’ said Dr. Jenkinson 
petulantly to himself. ‘These sort of 
questions ought never to be asked in that 
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hard abrupt way. You can't answer them 
—you can’t answer them.’ 

Mr. Stockton, however, found no diff- 
culty with Azs answer. 

‘As to that,’ he said, ‘each man would 
think as he pleased, and his thoughts would 
shape themselves to meet the deepest needs 
of his life. In the state of society we long 
for, the belicf in a future life would be open 
to all to accept or to reject. The only thing 
to guard against would be any definite public 
Opinion on the matter, one way or the other ; 
for in any definite public opinion, remember, 
there is the germ of all dogmatism and of all 
persecution. Public opinion, in society as it 
ought to be, would be a {frictionless fluid, if 
I may borrow a metaphor from science, in 
which no adventitious obstacle from prejudice 
or otherwise would impede the progress of 
any .view that its own merits set in motion.’ 

Mr. Luke was certainly an unfortunate 
man. Mr. Stockton had again, in part at 
least, expressed the exact thing which in 
other words he was going to have said him- 
self. Mr. Luke, however did not flinch. 
He boldly took the bull by the horns. 

‘True,’ he said; ‘that metaphor is inge- 
nious, and explains exactly what we want to 
explain. That zs one of the great conditions 
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of a truly cultivated society, what Mr. Stock- 
ton calls a frictionless public opinion —a 
public opinion which shall let every system, 
every crecd, every philosophy of life, stand 
or fall on its own practical verifiable merits ; 
and this we shall get, too, if we can only 
banish two things, prejudice and ignorance, 
of which last, Mr. Luke added, looking 
' studiously away from Mr. Stockton, ‘by far 
the deadliest form is the fetish-worship of 
useless knowledge.’ 

‘Well,’ said Miss Merton, ‘I suppose 
that this is all that any of us would ask, who 
really and truly believe in what we profess 
to believe.’ 

‘Of course it is,’ said Mr. Luke, ‘ every- 
thing—everything.’ 

‘And I’m guzz¢te sure,’ said Lady Grace, 
‘that in a socicty where the tone is so nobly 
liberal, and where all have such a true and 
burning admiration of the morally beautiful, 
it will be quite impossible that woman’s life 
shall not be seen to be what it really is— 
a thing as capable as men’s of high aims, and 
independent purposes, and not, as it were, 
entirely sunk in theirs. I, Mr. Luke, in face 
of such a public opinion as you speak of, 
should have little fear for our cause. I think, 
under God, it would prosper there,’ 
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‘ Of course it would,’ said Mr. Luke. ‘Jf 
culture enables us to detect beauty and to prize 
it, what should it enable us to prize more 
than womanhood, with all its exquisite capa- 
bilities developed to their utmost ? Life has 
no greater ornament than cultured woman- 
hood.’ 

‘Except cultured manhood,’ said Lady 
Grace, unconsciously giving Mr. Luke a 
slight wound by her generous and unex- 
pected return of his royal compliment. ‘Ah,’ 
she sighed to herself with a look at Mr. Luke, 
‘and he does not believe in God—or thinks 
he does not! I suppose it must needs be 
that offences come; but I wish they did not 
come by sueh good men. Hovwever—lI 
trust that it is all really for the best. And 
then—there is no such thing as eternal punish- 
ment. One may be thankful to feel sure of 
that.’ 

‘I am afraid you will think me very 
troublesome,’ said Mr. Herbert, who had 
been talking to Laurence in a low tone for 
the last few minutes, ‘but there is one ques- 
tion more I should like to ask you. I want to 
know if you, who see the many delicate beau- 
ties of life, and the countless positions it 
may be viewed from,—I want to know if you 
will teach the lower, the commoner classes, 
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who look up to you as models, to quote 
poetry, and to be enquiring and sceptical 
also ?’ 

‘I hope not, indeed,’ broke in Lady 
Ambrose with vigour; ‘and as to our being 
their models, Mr. Herbert, I’m sure you can’t 
mean that. It seems to me one of the very 
worst things in these times that they will 
take us for their models. However, I think 
it is really 2 good deal our fault, and that it 
comes very much from our giving our maids 
so many of our old clothes to wear. That 
sort of thing puts notions into their heads. 
Now, here at any rate is ove reform, that is 
implied in our Republic ;—I don’t like that 
word Republec, by the way—we must put a 
stop to all this imitation of ourselves. Isn't 
that so, Mr. Laurence ?’ 

‘Thank you, Lady Ambrose,’ said Mr. 
Herbert, rising, ‘thank you. I think it alto- 
gether a wise—nay, more than wise, an essen- 
tial thing, to keep these wide speculations 
from spreading beyond the only circles that 
they are really fitted for. I have to go in- 
doors now, as I have a few matters to arrange 
to-night ; but Iam much obliged to you all for 
what you have taught me about culture, and 
enlightenment, and society, as it ought to be.’ 

‘The difficulty is,’ said Lady Ambrose, 
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as Mr. Herbert was walking away, ‘how to 
keep all this thought, and so forth, to our- 
selves. One thing I’m quite certain of, that 
we really do a preat deal of harm without 
thinking of it, by the way in which we speak 
our minds out before servants, and that sort 
of people, without in the least considering 
what may come of it. Now, what do 
you think of this, as a plan for making 
our ideal state a really good and contented 
place ?—-the upper classes should speak a 
different language from the lower classes. 
Of course we should be able to speak theirs, 
but they would not be able to speak ours. 
And then, you see, they would never hear us 
talk, or read our books, or get hold of our 
ideas ; which, after all, is what does all the 
mischief. And yet,’ said Lady Ambrose 
with a sigh, ‘that’s not the great difficulty. 
The great difficulty would be about daugh- 
ters and younger sons, and how to give 
them all enough to keep them going in the 
world. However, this we can talk of in a 
minute. But—~ here Lady Ambrose put her 
hand in her pocket, and a sound was heard 
as of rustling paper. | 

‘I really do believe,’ said Laurence, ‘that 
Lady Ambrose as written a novel, although. 
she denies it ; and there she is going to read 
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a bit of it now, as a specimen of her own 
culture.’ 

‘No, said Lady Ambrose, ‘really and 
truly. And if I had written a novel, Mr. 
Laurence, I should not have the cruelty to 
inflict it upon you. No; but what I have 
here,’ she said at last, producing a manuscript, 
‘though it is not mine, is next door to a 
novel, and in some respects better than one. 
It is a sort of memoir of herself, written by 
a certain lady I know. I am betraying no 
confidence in showing it to you; as she her- 
self has lent it to a good many friends, and 
as long as her name is not mentioned, she is 
by way of wishing to have it circulated. She 
has, in fact, consulted me about having it 
printed. Now I want you, Mr. Laurence, to 
look through some of it, and tell me if the 
writer is not really a person of culture. Per- 
haps you would not mind reading out a little 
of it.’ 

‘Am I to read it a_ through ?’ asked 
Laurence, as he took the seat which Mr. 
Rose gave up to him at the table. 

‘No, no,’ said Lady Ambrose.  ‘ Just 
pick out the best bits—a page here, and a 
page there.’ 

‘Well,’ said Laurence, ‘I will, at any rate, 


start with the beginning. Now, are all of us 
Y 2 
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ready to be let into the secrets of a young 
lady’s soul ?— 

‘« One often feels a longing—who has not 
Felt 1 ?—2n the hurry and trouble of lsfe to 
pause for a little while and look back upon 
the past, which we too too often forget, and see 
what it 1s we have grown from. We long to 
see how ut has fared with ourselves—our own 
selves—our characters.’ 

‘I think you may skip the beginning,’ 
said Lady Ambrose, ‘ it’s a little dull. Turn 
over a page or two.’ 

‘«“ Flow strangely do they come back to me, 
those distant trrecocable days!” Will that 
do?’ asked Laurence. 

‘Yes,’ said Lady Ambrose, ‘I think so— 
go on there.’ 

ie those distant trrevocable days, when 
the world was all new to me, and each experi- 
ence was fresh and delightful, and I knew 
nothing of what self-reproach could mean. 
Ah, me! how times have changed since then / 
1 sometimes fancy that I am hardly worthy 
now to look back upon my own past. I was 
gifted naturally with a curious warmth and 
sincerity of nature, that must have been very 
beautiful. But my peculiar gift, my own own 
gift, was a power of sympathy with others, by 
which quite naturally I used to throw myself 
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tnto their places, understand their difficulties, 
and excite myself with their interests. When 
I was yet quite a child, that, I know,1s what 
men felt in me—TIl never cared for boys—one 
man especially. It was then that life began 
Jor me, and whatit all meant broke on me like 
a vevelation. I, in my simplicety, never 
dreamt of his being more than a friend—I am 
‘at sure even that he wasamy dearest friend, 

certainly never tried t&charm him. But 

I dtd charm him, nevertheless, quite uncon- 
sciously, And he loved me passionately, de- 
votedly, child as I was. Ah, God! when will 
another ever feel the same for me? And Il— 
‘O, my lost, my rejected friend! come back to 
meé, sometimes IT still cry in my solitude ; 
‘poor, and obscurely connected as you are, 
come back tome!’ TI shall never forget—poor 
little me!—the solemn shock of the moment, 
how my heart stood still, how all the blood 
came rushing into my check, when all of a 
sudden, as wt seemed to me, and without any 
warning, he asked me to be his wife. Lvery- 
thing seemed to grow dizzy before me. Lt 
seenued to me as uf the day of gudgment had 
come, (Alas! will there ever be a day of 
judgment atall? 1s what I now ask.) IL don't 
know what I sad. Lonly remember distinctly 
my throwing myself into my mother's arms, 
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and crying like a chtld—and I was one—as tf 
my very heart would break. ‘I am only a 
child!’ thatzs what I satd. ‘Oh, mother, I 
am such a child!’ The pathos of the scene 
often comes back to me even now—a shadowy 
timid memory, wondering tf I shall give wt 
harbour, I remember, too, how I said my 
prayers that night, and how TI asked 
G 0, a@—” 9 

‘I think you needn’t read that,’ said Lady 
Ambrose, ‘ go on a page or two further.’ 

‘“T spent much of my time sketching.” 
Shall I go on there ?’ said Laurence. ‘“/ 
had always a curiously appreciative eye for 
natural beauty.” Willthat do? Or shall I 
go on here—I think this is better—at the next 
paragraph °—* O# the great waste of love in 
this our world.” ’ 

‘Yes, go on there,’ said Mrs. Sinclair and 
several others. 

‘“Oh the great waste of love in this our 
world! How many a true heart would have 
given ttself to me, could I only honestly and 
unreservedly have opened out to tt all the 
depths of mine, and recewed it! And why 
did I never do so? It may be that I have 
known none who could really understand 
me—none that I could really love. But does 
that excuse me, not for not loving them, but 
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Jor inaking as though I did love them, and so 
vuining ther lives and searing my own? 
sending themin the end to their brandy-bottles, 
and ther gaming-hells, and thar wild Cre- 
mornes, and myself—to the mental state in 
whith [am now / 

““« Fave L then lost et for ever—lost all hope 
of love? and must I quietly take up with my 
unappreciated loneliness? If tt 2s so, of, endeed, 
zt zs so, surely I have brought wt on myself. 
Was there not one—not my earliest lover—but 
another, who with a devotion IL understood far 
nore fully, lad himself at my feet, and offered 
mc all his man’s devotion, and his man’s sym- 

pathy! Why, why in my madness did I send 
him from me, penniless as he was—but what 
of that?—driving him to death, and leaving 
mysclf to desolation? How does the image of 
his pale still face upturned towards the Indian 
star-light, with eyes which no star-light could 
ever touch any more, rise before me—his hand 
on his breast, and clasping with its last grasp 
a locket with my picture wm wt! Yes, I see 
him there, though I did not see him. I know 
how he must have looked, with his heart bullet- 
prerced—noble, beautiful in death. Unworthy 
as I was of you, my true-hearted one, too late, 
too late, did I learn my own unworthiness. I 
was sitting in the window of our house at 


328 THE NEW REPUBLIC. 


Ventnor, when the letter came that told me. 
Tt was evening; and I had been looking out 
through the summer twilight at the sea and at 
the sunset. As I read the letter, rt dropped 
from my hand. I gavea gasp. I vepresseda 
shrill cry. I felt a choking sensation in my 
throat; but I was very proud, and I even re- 
pressed a sob. LI only, with entire calmness, 
turned my head towards the sea, and sighed a 
sigh deep-drawn as tf my soul were in it. 
My check was pale, my eyes were wild and 
wistful—full of a solemn new earnestness. 
What the exact thoughts were that were busy 
in me, 1 cannot tell. All I am conscious of 
was this, that far, far off were the great 
crimson spaces of evening sky and a trail of 
rippled splendour on the sea. One great violet 
cloud fringed with a border of living fre, 
that seemed to be eating into rt, hung gust above 
the place where the sun had gone down; and 
over this, in a pale ligued solttude of hushed 
colour, was the evening star, trembling like a 
teav-drop. I was always sensitive to colour; 
and somehow or other this sunset relieved me 
—went right to my heart with a quiet sense of 
healing. That evening was, I think, one of 
the great points in my life. I seemed ever 
after to seemy own character more clearly — 
how deep were my own capacities for feeling, 
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and also how strangely Nature could enter in 
and comfort me, when all human sympathy 
would have seemed intrusive. That night, 
when I went upstairs, I hardly knew myself. 
There was a wild look in my eyes—an inex- 
presstble mournfulness and an tnexpressible 
longing. Two or three long tendrils of har 
had got loose, and hung over my forchead with 
a kind of wild languor. ‘What ts there that 
men can sce in me to attract them?’ I had 
often said to myself. I think then a some- 
thing of what tt was began to dawn upon me. 
‘ And he—he, the true, the gallant, the devoted, he 
has lost all this, I gasped, turning away from 
the glass ; and, throwing myself on my knees by 
the bed, the sob I had so long suppressed broke 
forth, and I tried to pray ” h’m—and so 
on, and so on, and so on 

‘You needn't read all those bits about 
the prayers,’ said Lady Ambrose. ‘I don't 
think it is quite reverent.’ 

‘Well,’ said Laurence, ‘here's a new 
stage of her life. Let us goonhere. “And 
now, from the bleak desolation of my present 
existence, I peer wistfully out on all sides, and 
see tf any will bring the love to me that I so 
much crave for.’ 

‘Poor thing!’ said Mrs, Sinclair, with a 
little sigh, 
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‘I’m afraid, said Lady Ambrose, 'I must 
mention, by the way, that the lady is married, 
and remarkably well married too.’ 

““ Flere in the old house with its quiet 
gables,” Laurence went on reading, ‘J set zx 
my own room, and watch the sunset dying 
away over the yellowing autumn woods, wtself 
the colour of a belated autumn leaf. TI watch 
at alone—yes, thank heaven, alone. I manage 
to steal for an hour or two away from those 
people of whom the house zw full. Who ts 
there amongst them that can understand me? 
whose spirit meets mine on equal terms? JI 
laugh with them, I tatk with them, I pest weth 
them, and they think they know me. But ah! 
the weariness, the far-ofiness of 2¢ all_—_”’ 

‘It is entirely her own fault,’ said Lady 
Ambrose, ‘that she has these peoplehere. Her 
husband is devoted to the country and the 
turnips for their own sake, and would never 
see a soul but a few of the neighbouring 
squires and parsons, if she did not make him. 
In London, you know, she is nearly always 
by herself. At least,’ Lady Ambrose added, 
‘he’s very rarely with her.’ 

‘A little further on, said Laurerice, ‘it 
seems that all the visitors have gone; and 
she has been to pay a visit to the parson’s 
wife,’ . 
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"You may be sure she was quite by her- 
self if she did that,’ said Lady Ambrose. 

‘Here,’ Laurence continued, ‘is a descrip- 
tion of the visit. “ What sweet eyes the little 
thing had! What a look of trustfulness wn 
her face! A good and pure, and therefore a 
happy woman, tf ever there was one. What 
a trust in those eyes of hers! What an 
annocence! What a sweet content! There ts 
no purple shadow of care under her eyes— 
(people say I darken nunearti~icrally. Alas! 
heaven knows there 1s little need for me to doa 
that!) Therews no secret trouble discernible 
in her lips—no languor in her air! What 
does she know of life, with rts troubles, ts 
distractions, its sins? Ah! were I but tke 
her—TI, world-worn and world-weary, sickened 
with pomps, and vanities, and soiled affectzons, 
and hollow homage—were I but worthy that 
she should talk tome! ‘Dowt talk to me, I 
felt inclined to say. ‘You wouldnt tf you 
knew—tf you could kuow! Oh, how far better 
are you than [! You tittle dream when Lf 
show myself demurcly tn my seat wn the village 
church, bowing at the Glorias, or kneeling 
with my face hid in my hands, you little 
imagine what a woman you see there. 
You little dream what strange thoughts un- 
bidden mux themselves up for me with the 
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hymn-music; what wild regrets, what bitter 
vevertes, what strange scenes and figures, fill 
my mind as I kneel before the Communion- 
table. Why could I not have been content 
like you with a quiet lot, a torling honest hus- 
band tke you? Ts there not something holy, 
even in his dull sermons, of you only look on 
them in the lovely light of duty? Why does 
my heart vibrate with the troubled wailing 
musi of many sorrows, many longings, of 
which you do not even dream the existence? 
Oh! what a far higher, far nobler woman are 
you than I, in every way !”’ 

‘And now,’ said Lady Ambrose, seeing 
that Laurence had shut the book, ‘I want to 
know if all this is a specimen of culture, and 
if you would call the writer a cultivated per- 
son; because she is really cne of the most 
delightful people I know to talk to; and if 
this is what you call culture—though I think, 
in her case, it’s a little bit affected, you know 
—but then she never lets you see all this 
when you talk to her—I do quite from the 
bottom of my heart give up about culture 
being priggish, and bookish, and all that; 
and since, as you say, it really must include 
religion, I don’t see what we could wish for 
more, to make life—humanly speaking—per- 
fect. Of course we shall do goed sometimes 
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-—I mean, not forget the poor—there’s some- 
thing so wretchedly heartless in that, I think. 
And then, too, politics 

‘Yes,’ repeated Allen, ‘ politics 

‘Of course, said Lady Ambrose, ‘it is 
necessary that some of us should look after 
politics, because if we did not somebody else 
would. But still—(are you a Liberal, Lord 
Allen ?)—but still, within a limit, I think 
the /ess we meddle the better.’ 

‘Much, Lady Ambrose,’ said Mr. Rose, 
who had been somewhat put out by this di- 
gression, ‘much is, no doubt, to be got over 
in your friend’s style; nor do I think the 
culture displayed in her memoirs, even apart 
from that-——’ 

‘Oh, but you mustn’t judge her only by 
her writings, said Lady Ambrose. ‘When 
you meet her, she is not a bit like them.’ 

‘Amateurs in writing rarely are,’ said 
Laurence. ‘Their writings are simply the 
foot-notes of their lives, where they tell you 
what they heve not skill enough to bring into 
the text.’ 

‘She draws beautifully,’ Lady Ambrose 
went on, ‘and is really the brightest of crea- 
tures—so witty, and with such a sense of the 
ridiculous! And really, to hear her tell a 
bit of scandal—not that I at all approve 
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of scandal myself—I always think it’s so 
uncharitable 

‘ Ah,’ said Donald Gordon gently, ‘I have 
the very highest opinion of scandal. It is 
founded on the most sacred of things—that 
is, Truth, and it is built up by the most 
beautiful of things—that is, Imagination.’ 

‘Well, Mr. Gordon,’ said Lady Ambrose, 
smiling, ‘we won’t talk about that now. But 
as for what you say about style, Mr. Rose, it 
is rather jerky, and so forth, I admit. How- 
ever, that’s the way with us women. Indeed, 
{ often think that if women had invented 
language, it would have consisted mainly of 
interjections, and that its only stop would 
have been a note of exclamation.’ 

Mr. Rose was much annoyed at thesc 
interruptions. 

‘I wanted to say, he went on, as soon as 
Lady Ambrose had ceased, ‘that 1 think 
your friend’s memoirs more instructive from 
their very shortcomings, as showing how the 
human mind—even if not exceptionally gifted 
—has come to be an organism of increased 
delicacy and capacity, except when stunted by 
the necessity of work, or of occupation that is 
other than voluntary, and chosen for any ob- 
ject beyond itself. You have here, you see, that 
same modern sense of the blending together 
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of the outer and inner worlds; there is the 
same delicate discrimination between the 
esthetic aspects of the different stages of life, 
and the nice gradation of moral colours: 
there is the same fine self-consciousness, and 
consequent endeavour to give tone and 
quality to her memories as they pass by her, 
in exquisite and complex ways.’ 

‘Yes,’ exclaimed Leslie suddenly, who 
had spoken but little all the evening, ‘here, I 
think, is the crowning work of culture. It 
teaches each of us to look back upon his own 
life, with all its wants, its relations, and its 
possibilities, all its wasted hours and its affec- 
tions trifled away or degraded—it teaches us 
to look back upon all this with quite a new 
kind of discrimination. The beauty of youth, 
with all its buoyancy and innocence, wakes in 
us of the modern world a more wistful and 
solemn regret; we are more keenly alive to 
the pathos of failure; to the sadness of the 
cold shadows that will often darken the whole 
inward landscape, and the ravage made by 
the storms that will sometimes break over it ; 
and to the gleams of sunshine fitfully re- 
appearing, often only touching its distant 
wolds. And the charm of this is,’ Leslie 
went on, with a short laugh, ‘that however 
disastrous our lives may have been, what- 
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ever shipwreck we may have made of 
ourselves or others, let us only look back on 
this with the eyes of culture, whilst “es 
wiederholt die Klage des Lebens labyrinthisch 
trren Lauf,’ and the whole retrospect becomes 
a delightful picture, the more impressive and 
suggestive from its landslips, its broken 
roads, and its waste places. I really think 
one is repaid for having made oneself quite 
lonely, and deserted, and friendless, by the 
pleasure one gets from contemplating one’s 
own Situation.’ 

‘T cannot bear that man,’ whispered Lady 
Ambrose to Miss Merton. ‘Didn't you 
Notice the nasty way in which all that was 
said? But—good gracious, Mr. Laurence, 
what is that bell ringing for in the house? 
Is that for us to leave off talking? We have 
not half done yet.’ 

Laurence smiled, and looked a little shy, 
and murmured that he did not think it was 
so late. ‘I don’t know whether you'll mind,’ 
he said at last, ‘but our Rector is going to 
give usa little evening service. He proposed 
it this afternoon in the garden, and I could 
not well refuse.’ 

‘Mind it!’ exclaimed Lady Ambrose. ‘I 
should think not.’ 

‘Service!’ said Dr. Jenkinson briskly ; 
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‘yes, come and let us go to that. I think,’ he 
said, looking round him, ‘that you will find 
the religion we have is the best for us at 
present. I think so. And Christianity,’ he 
added, turning to Mr. Stockton, ‘ really em- 
braces all religions, even any honest denial 
of itself.’ 

There was now a general movement 
towards the house. 

‘I’m afraid, said Mrs. Sinclair to Leslie, 
‘that you're not of a very happy disposition. 
You don’t look happy, somehow. And yet 
I think you might be, if you only tried. I 
suppose you've not out of spirits like Mr. 
Laurence, because you don’t believe in the 
Trinity, are you? Just look at the sea now. 
Isn't that beautiful 2? Don’t you care for that ? 
But I, you know,’ she added with a sigh, 
‘disagree with Mr. Luke. J want the notion 
of a personal deity, to make me enjoy nature. 
I want my thought to pass away to him. But 
I don’t mean a vague deity ; but some one 
whom I have myself made a deity, and who, 
therefore, I can be quite sure exists—do you 
see ?’ 

‘My dear,’ said Lady Ambrose again to 
Miss Merton, ‘I really cannot bear Mr. 
Leslie. I feel quite sure he’s a bad man. And 
the way he sneers and laughs at things does 

VA 
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go so against me. I wouldn't have that man 
inside my house, do you know, for anything. 
I know you don’t think so; but then you 
Roman Catholics believe so much, you can 
afford to be liberal. Not that I myself am at 
all bigoted ; indeed, the one thing I think we 
want is toleration and charity. And do you 
know, my dear,’ Lady Ambrose added as 
they were entering the house, ‘I have a set 
of eight cousins, all unmarried; and when I 
look at those girls’ faces, I do confess, my 
dear, that I positively wish your religion was 
true ; for then they could all go into convents. 
One doesn’t like those half-and-half Protes- 
tant things, you know.’ 

Just at this moment, emerging from the 
house, pale and disappointed, appeared the 
figure of Mr. Saunders. 

‘It is thrown away, he exclaimed ; ‘my 
disproof of God’s existence. The under- 
housemaid did it! JI am pleased to discover, 
however, that she previously read through a 
part; so it has not perished, I trust, without 
emancipating one spirit. . What! are you all 
going indoors ?’ 

* Yes,’ said Mr. Storks, laying his arm on 
Mr. Saunders’s shoulder; ‘and you’ had 
better ‘come too. Young man,’ he said in a 
voice of commanding kindness, ‘ you: should 
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never in this virulent way deny God’s ex- 
istence. What rational man believes in it ?’ 

‘I was looking before dinner,’ said Mr. 
Rose, who with Laurence was bringing up the 
rear, ‘at the books in your uncle’s pavilion 
in the garden ; and I saw there, in a closed 
case, a copy of the ‘ Cultes secrets des Dames 
Romaines.’ 

‘Well ?’ said Laurence a little stiffly. ‘It 
has been locked up for years.’ 

‘I conceived as much, said Mr. Rose 
gently. ‘As you do not seem to set much 
store by the work, I will give you thirty 
pounds for it.’ 
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BOOK V. 


CHAPTER I. 


© NCE more the theatre was brightly 
lighted ; and once more the con- 
gregation was assembled in the tier 
of boxes. There was not so much 
excitement as there had been in the morning ; 
indeed, the reserved decorum that reigned 
might have been said to partake almost of the 
nature of apathy. When, however, Dr. Seydon 
entered, none could deny that he did indeed 
look a reverend man; and the very aspect of 
the place seemed to grow devotional at his 
presence. Lady Ambrose perceived with a full 
heart that he was duly habited in a surplice ; 
and her bosom warmed with a sense of safety 
and of comfort as he took his place and 
solemnly produced his prayer-book. Nor was 
Lady Ambrose alone in this sudden stir of 
feeling. There was another of the wor- 
shippers who was moved even more strongly, 
though in a slightly different way. Many 
starts had been given on the stage in that 
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theatre; but none of these, it may be safely 
said, ever equalled one now given in the 
boxes, as Dr. Jenkinson, who had been kneel- 
ing with his face hid in his hands, raised 
his eyes, and saw for the first time who it 
was confronting him—no obscure rural 
clergyman, as he had anticipated, but that 
illiberal apologist of superstition, whose offi- 
cious bigotry had robbed the Upper House 
of its most enlightened spiritual peer. Dr. 
Jenkinson, however, with the heroism of a 
true martyr, suffered bravely for his faith in 
the comprehensiveness of Christianity. His 
face assumed, in another moment, an expres- 
sion of cherubic suavity; in his gentlest and 
devoutest tones he was soon taking his part in 
the whole service, and that too with such an ex- 
quisite clearness of articulation, that, amongst 
the confused murmurs of the rest, the entire 
evening office sounded like a duet between 
him and Dr. Seydon. It is true that there 
was something in the ring of this one audible 
voice that gave the latter a sense of some- 
thing being wrong somewhere ; but luckily, 
being a little shortsighted, he could not re- 
cognise the owner of it; and Dr. Jenkinson, 
feeling no manner of call to endure the ser- 
mon, retired furtively as soon as the prayers 
were over. 
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‘ ‘Weren't they read beautifully!’ said 
Lady Ambrose to Lady Grace in a whisper. 
‘Oh, how glad I shall be to hear him preach 
once again |’ she added, as Dr. Seydon, having 
risen from his knees, retired, his hands 
clasped before him, through the side door. 
Lady Ambrose, however, was entirely alone 
in this gladness. Most of the others dreaded 
the sermon that was imminent, and some 
even meditated following Dr. Jenkinson. But 
events were too quick for them. Hardly, it 
seemed, had Dr. Seydon left the stalls, than 
the curtain drew rapidly up, and displayed 
again the gorge in the Indian Caucasus, only 
with a preacher in it very different from the 
one who had stood there in the morning. 
The whole congregation gave a sudden gasp 
of surprise. It was not Dr. Seydon that 
they saw. It was Mr. Herbert. 

With a gracious gravity he advanced to- 
wards the footlights ; and made a slight bow to 
the house—a bow of deprecation and apology. 

‘A little while ago, in the garden,’ he said, 
‘I confessed to our kind host, Mr. Laurence, 
that there were a few things that I should like 
quietly to say to you ; and Mr. Laurence has 
become sponsor for you all, and has promised, 
in your names, that you would suffer me to 
say them here. It is true,’ Mr. Herbert 
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went on, with a smile and a wave of his hand, 
‘that when I look round me at this glittering 
semicircle, I begin to feel not a little shy of 
you, and to repent of my own temerity. 
You, however, have given me to-day so much 
good food for reflection, that I feel bound, in 
the commonest honesty, to make what poor 
return I can. So remember, that if I weary 
you, you have really brought it upon your- 
selves. 

‘Well—to begin, then. You think me— 
you need not deny it, for I know you think 
me—a somewhat crotchety and melancholy 
individual, averse to modern knowledge and 
to modern progress, and seeing, as a rule, 
everything very yellow indeed, with his 
jaundiced eyes. But I think myself that I am 
not by any means so obstinate and so wrong- 
headed as I am quite aware that I appear to 
you; nay, my own opinion is that I err, 
rather, in not being quite obstinate enough. 
It is true that I have persistently pointed out 
that England is at present given over wholly 
to ignoble pursuits, and is ruining herself with 
deadly industries. But I have never said 
hitherto, so far as I know, that we might not 
rally, and that a brighter future might not be 
in store for us. Nay, I hailed a piece of news 
to-day with the most unfcigned delight, which 
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seemed an omen to me that such a brighter 
future actually was in store for us. Ina paper 
that reached me this afternoon there was a 
letter on the prospects of the English iron 
trade; and I read in that letter that nineteen 
foundries in Middlesborough have been closed 
within the last three months, and the Moloch 
fires in their blast-furnaces extinguished ; that 
ten more foundries in the same place are 
scarcely able to continue work, and must 
very shortly be closed likewise ; and that the 
dense smoke-cloud that so long has darkened 
that whole country is beginning to clear away, 
and will open ere long upon astonished 
human eyes, that have never yet beheld it, 
the liquid melted blue of the deep wells of 
the sky. It is quite true that this indication 
of a reviving prosperity for our country 
suggests more than it proves. Butat any rate 
it put me this afternoon, when I joined your 
party, into quite a right and hopeful mood 
for appreciating your conceptions of a better 
order of things. It is in fact simply to ex- 
plain my appreciation that I am, in this most 
unconscionable way, now detaining you. 

‘Let me say in the first place, then, how 
profoundly right I consider the manner in 
which you set to work. For it is one of the 
most vital of all truths, that in a perfect state 
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all the parts will be perfect; and that if the 
highest classes be as good as they can be, so 
also will be all the other classes. And I 
want to tell you, in the next place, how 
entirely fair and lovely did all the elements 
seem to be, out of which you composed for 
your higher classes their ideal existence. 
For you gave them every outward grace that 
could adorn life, and every inward taste and 
emotion that could enrich it, and every 
species of intellectual activity that could 
stimulate it. Your society was indeed to be 
truly the créme de la créme: it was to be 
made beautiful, and profound, and _ brilliant, 
by lovers, and theologians, and wits, and men 
of science, and poets, and philosophers, and 
humourists—all men and women of the 
world, and fit to live in society, as well as to 
educate it. This would indeed be, as was 
said at dinner, Rome and Athens and 
Florence, at their best, and let me add Paris 
also, united and reanimated, and enriched by 
the possession of yet wider knowledge, and 
the possibilities of freer speculation. That 
truly is a dazzling picture. But even that is 
not all. There was your city itself too, of 
which a lovely glimpse was given us, with its 
groves, its gardens, its palaces, and its ex- 
quisite reproductions of the world’s noblest 
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architectures; and all this under our softest 
English skies, and by our bluest English 
seas. Ah,’ exclaimed Mr. Herbert, smiling, 
and clasping his hands gently, ‘how I should 
like to live in a city like that! I can literally 
see it now with my mind’s eye, whilst I am 
talking. I see its private houses with their 
wonders of wrought marble; I see its 
theatres, its museums, its chapels and 
churches of all denominations, its scientific 
lecture rooms, and its convents. For what 
strikes me more forcibly than anything is 
that all forms of faith and philosophy seem 
to find here an impartial home, and to unite in 
animating one harmonious social life. In fact, 
so vividly do I see this scene which your 
words have called up before me, that I want 
very much, if you will let me, to add one 
small feature to it, myself. It is a very 
humble detail, this of mine. In the eyes of 
the men of science, who lead modern 
thought, it is simply a sanitary matter. It 
relates to the way in which you shall 
dispose of your dead. Now in this, at least, 
you will be surprised to hear I quite keep 
pace with the times, being a sinceré advocate 
for cremation ; and what I should want to do 
in your city, would be to supply it with an 
establishment, hidden underground, where the 
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bodies of the dead should be turned into gas, 
in properly devised retorts; the gas from 
each body being received in a small separate 
gasometer. - Above these gasworks, and 
amongst your fair towers and spires, and 
your superb institutions, and art-galleries, I 
would build a circular domed temple of 
umbred marble, blind and blank upon the 
face of it, without carved work, and without 
window; only there should be written above 
the portal, not as in Dante’s vision, 


Per me si va nell’ eterno dolore, 
Per me si va tra la perduta gente— 


but one verse out of our English translation 
of the Bible, for women and little children to 
read ; and another verse out of a Latin poet, 
which is, | believe, an equivalent for the 
original of that translation, for men and 
scholars to read. The frst should be, 
“Though after my skin worms destroy this 
body, yet in my flesh shall I see God.” And 
the other : 


Queris quo jaceas post obitum loco? 
Quo non nata jacent. 


And within, around the dark walls, should 
be a number of separate shrines, like— 
to use the simile that Dante would have 
chosen—the stalls in a great stable; and 
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to each shrine there should be a separate 
gas-jet. And when the life of any was over, 
after the fire had done its work upon the 
dead body, that man or woman who felt 
most bitterly the loss of the one that had 
been, should repair to this temple, to an ap- 
pointed shrine, and there, in silence kneeling 
before it, should light the gas-jet; and thus 
evoking for the last time that which was once 
so loved and loving, pass, with what thoughts 
might be, a brief vigil before it, till its flicker 
grew slowly faint upon the watcher’s face, 
and at length it went out and ended utterly 
and for ever. And above, over these 
sanctuaries of bereavement and final leave- 
taking, there should hang from the domed 
roof one rude iron lamp, always burning— 
casting a pale flare upwards upon the dark- 
ness. This would be the common lamp of 
the poor, for whose sake, dying, no one felt 
bereavement, or whom no one at any rate 
could find time to say good-bye to; but 
who thus united together, apart by them- 
selves, would do all that would be at all 
seemly in them—would remind you mutely 
and unobtrusively by their joint light, that 
one thing at least they shared with you, 
namely death. It is not of the poor, how- 
ever, that I am mainly thinking now. It is 
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of your higher classes, who have leisure 
to feel sorrow and all its holy influences, 
And these, I say, would find in this simple 
funeral service one that would meet all their 
diverse needs, and be in tune with all their 
diverse feelings. It would suit all. For to 
some it would symbolise an absolute disbelief 
in any life beyond; and to all the rest it 
would symbolise a bewildered doubt about 
any life beyond. For in one or other of 
these states of mind everyone would be. 

‘Do you deny it?’ exclaimed Mr. 
Herbert, raising his voice suddenly, and 
looking round the theatre with a passionate 
anger, at which the whole audience were 
literally electrified. ‘Do you deny it?’ he 
exclaimed. ‘I tell you that it is so. I tell 
you too that that is your own case, and that 
in your Utopia you have aggravated the 
evil, and have not remedied it. You are all 
deniers or doubters, I tell you, every one of 
you. The deniers, I know, will not contradict 
me; so at present I need not speak to them. 
It is to you—the majority, you who wzd/ con- 
tradict me; you who are so busy with your 
various affirmations, with your prayers, your 
churches, your philospphies, your revivals of 
old Christianities, or your new improvements 
on them; with your love of justice, and 
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humanity, and toleration; it is to you that I 
speak. It is to you that I say that, however 
enlightened and however sure you may be 
about all other matters, you are darkened and 
uncertain as to this—whether there really is 
any God at all who can hear all the prayers 
you utter to Him, or whether there really is 
any other life at all, where the aspirations 
you are so proud of will be realised, and 
where the wrongs you are so pitiful over will 
be righted. There is not one amongst you 
who, watching a dead friend, flickering for the 
last time before you in the form of a gas- 
flame, and seeing how a little while and this 
flame was with you, and again a little while 
and it was not with you, would be at all sure 
whether this was really because, as your 
hearts would suggest to you, it went to the 
Father, or because, as your men of science 
would assert to you, it went simply—out. 
‘Listen to me fora moment, and I can 
prove that this is so, to you. You are rich, 
and you have leisure to think of things in 
what light you will, and your life is to a great 
extent made easy for you by the labour of 
others. I do not complain of that. There 
can be no civilisation without . order, and 
there can be no order without subordination: 
Outward goods must be apportioned un- 
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equally, or there would be no outward goods 
to apportion. But you who have the larger 
Share of these are bound to do something for 
those who have the less. I say you are 
bound to do so; or else sooner or later that 
larger share will be taken away from you. 
Well, and what is it you propose todo? I 
know your answer—I have heard it a thou- 
sand times. You will educate them—you 
will teach them. And truly, if you know how 
to do that properly, you will have done all 
you need do. But,’ exclaimed Mr. Herbert, 
his voice again rising, and quivering with ex- 
citement, ‘that is just what you do not know. 
I am not casting my words at random. Out 
of your own mouths will I judge you. There 
never was a time when you talked so much 
as now about teaching the people, and yet do 
not you yourselves confess that you cannot 
agree together as to what to teach them? 
You can agree about teaching them—I know 
this too well—countless things that you think 
will throw light upon life; but life itself you 
leave a blank darkness upon which no light 
can be thrown. You say nothing of what is 
good in it, and of what is evil. Does success 
in it lie in the enjoyment of bodily pleasures, 
or in the doing of spiritual duty? Is there 
anything in it that is right for its own sake, 
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or are all things right only because of their 
consequences? And seeing that, if we 
struggle for virtue, our struggles can never be 
quite successful here, is there any other place 
where they may have, I do not say their 
reward, but their consummation? To these 
questions only two answers can be given, and 
one must be entirely true, and the other en- 
tirely false. But you—you dare not give 
either; you are too enlightened. It is true 
that you can afford to be liberal about these 
matters ; you can afford to consider truth and 
falsehood equally tolerable. But for the poor 
man surely itis not so. It must make some 
difference to him what you teach him, whether 
your teaching is to open his eyes to his God 
and to his duty, and so place his noblest 
happiness in his own hands, or whether it is to 
open his eyes to those vevzfied Utilitarian prin- 
ciples from which he will learn that his own 
life and labour are only not utterly contempti- 
ble, because they conduce to a material well- 
being in which he himself can have no share. 
If, with entire belief yourselves, you are pre- 
pared to give him the former teaching, why 
then it is well and good both for him and you. 
But if not, beware of teaching him at all. 
You will but be removing a cataract from his 
mind’s eye that he may stare aghast and 
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piteous at his own poverty and nakedness, or 
that he may gaze with a wild beast’s hunger 
at your own truly noble prosperity which he 
can never taste, save in the wild beast’s way. 

‘But enough of the poor; enough of this 
division of happiness. Let me ask you to 
consider now what sort of happiness there is 
to divide—I say divide, meaning that you 
will get the whole of it. And as I have said 
before, this happiness is very fair in seeming. 
Knowledge, and culture, and freedom, and 
toleration—you have told us what fine things 
all these can do for you. And I admit it 
myself too; I feel it myself too. Lovely, 
indeed, to look upon are the faiths, the philo- 
sophies, the enthusiasms of the world—the 
ancient products of the ages—as the sun- 
shine of the modern intellect falls on them. 
See, they look clearer, and brighter, and more 
transparent—see, they form themselves into 
more exquisite and lucid shapes, more aérial 
structures. But why? Do not deceive your- 
selves; it is for a terrible reason. It is be- 
cause, like a fabric of snow, they are one and 
all dissolving. 

‘Listen, and I will show you that this is so. 
Aristotle says that what is truly a man’s Self 
is the thinking part of him. This sooner or 
later all the other parts obey— sooner or later, 
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willingly or unwillingly; and if this Self be 
base, the whole man will be base; if the Self 
be noble, the whole man will be noble. And 
as it is with the individual man, so it is 
with the ages and the generations. They obey 
their several Selves, whatever these Selves 
may be. The world once had a Self whose 
chief spokesman was a Jewish peasant called 
Jesus ; and sooner or later the world followed 
him. Later on, it had a Self whose chief 
spokesmen were Dominics or Luthers or 
Loyolas; and in like manner the world 
followed them. Later still, it had got another 
Self, and the chief spokesmen of this were 
Voltaires and Rousseaus. And in each case 
the world was convinced at heart, consciously 
or unconsciously, that the vital truths of life 
were to be sought for only where these Selves 
sought for them. With Jesus and with 
Luther it sought them in duty and in a 
turning to the true God; with Voltaire and 
Rousseau, in justice, and in a turning from the 
false God. And now, where do you seek them ? 
Where does the Self of your age seek them— 
your Self, that thinking part of you before 
which you all either quail or worship? Does it 
seek them either in justice, or loving-kindness, 
or in the vision of the most high God! No— 
but in the rotting bodies of dead men, or in 
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the writhing bodies of live cats. And in 
your perplexity, and your amazed despair, 
ever and again you cry to it, What shall 
we do to be saved? Show us the Father! 
Show us the high and holy One that inhabiteth 
Eternity! And what does your Self answer 
you? It answers you with a laugh, “ There 
is no high and holy One at all. How say ye 
then to me, Show us the Father? For the 
Earth saith, Heis not with me; and the depth 
saith, Heis not with me; and our filthy phials 
of decaying animal matter say, He is not with 
us. Argal, ye poor foolish seekers, He is no- 
where.” You may try to escape from your 
own Self, but you cannot; you may try to 
forget its answer, but you cannot. Loudly 
you may affirm with your lips; but the im, 
portunate denial is ever at your heart. Patrie 
guis exsul se quogue fuget ? 

‘What do you do then in this perplexity 
—this halting between two opinions? Why, 
you dothis. You try to persuade yourselves 
that neither opinion is of much moment—that 
the question cannot be decided absolutely— 
that it should not be decided absolutely—in 
fact, that it is one of your chief glories that 
you leave it undecided. But I tell you, in 
that case, that though you say you are rich, 


and increased with goods, and have need of 
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nothing; you are, in reality, wretched, and 
miserable, and poor, and blind, and naked. I 
am not casting my words at random. Again 
out of your own mouths will I judge you. 
All your culture, you say, is based ultimately 
upon this—a discrimination between right 
and wrong. True, profoundly true. But will 
you be able to say what is right and what 1s 
wrong any longer, if you don’t know /cr 
whom anything is right and for whom any- 
thing is wrong—whether it is for men with 
immortal souls, or only with mortal bodies— 
who are only a little lower than the angels, or 
only a little better than the pigs? Whilst 
you can still contrive to doubt upon this mat- 
ter, whilst the fabric of the old faith is still 
dissolving only, life still for you, the enlight- 
ened few, may preserve what happiness it has 
now. But when the old fabric is all dissolved, 
what then? When all divinity shall have 
gone from love and heroism, and only utility 
and pleasure shall be left, what then? Then 
you will have to content yourselves with com- 
plete denial; or build up again the faith that 
you have just pulled down—you will have 
to be born again, and to seek for a new Self. 

‘But suppose we accept denial, you will 
say, what then? Many deniers have lived 
noble lives, though they have looked neither 


BOOR V. CHAPTER I. 357 


for a God nor for a heaven. Think of Greece, 
you will say to me, and that will answer you. 
No—but that is not so, and that will not an- 
swer me. The Greeks never, in your sense, 
denied God; they never. in your sense, 
denied eternal life—never, because they 
never knew them. They /e/¢ God only ; they 
felt him unconsciously ; and in denying the 
God they knew, they were really affirming 
the God they felt. But you—do not you 
deceive yourselves. Do not think you can 
ever again be as the Greeks. The world’s 
progress has a twofold motion. History 
moves onwards round some undiscovered 
centre, as well as round what you consider 
its discovered axis; and though it seems to 
repeat itself, it never can repeat itself. The 
Atheism of the modern world is not the 
Atheism of the ancient: the long black night 
of the winter is not the swift clear night of the 
vanished summer. The Greek philosopher 
could not darken his life, for he knew not from 
what mysterious source the light fell upon it. 
The modern philosopher does know, and he 
knows that it is called God, and thus know- 
ing the source of light he can at once 
quench it. 

‘What will be left you then if this light be 
quenched ? Will art, will painting, will poetry 
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be any comfort to you? You have said that 
these were magic mirrors which reflected back 
your life for you. Well—will they be any 
better than the glass mirrors in your 
drawing-rooms, if they have nothing but 
the same listless orgy to reflect? For 
that is all that will be at last in store for you ; 
nay, that is the best thing that possibly can be 
in store for you ; the only alternative being not 
a listless orgy for the few, but an undreamed- 
of anarchy for all. Ido not fear that, how- 
ever. Some will be always strong, and some 
will be always weak; and though, if there 
is no God, no divine and fatherly source of 
order, there will be, trust me, no aristocracies, 
there will still be tyrannies. There will still 
be rich and poor; and that will then mean 
happy and miserable; and the poor will be— 
as I sometimes think they are already—but 
a mass of groaning machinery, without even 
the semblance of rationality; and the rich, 
with only the semblance of it, but a sct of 
gaudy, dancing marionettes, which it is the 
machinery’s one work to keep in motion. 
‘What, then, shall you do to be saved ? 
Rend your hearts, I say, and do not mend 
your garments. Seek God earnestly, and 
peradventure you still may find Him—and I 
—even I may find Him also. For I—who 
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am I that speak to you? Am I a believer? 
No,; 1 am a doubter too. Once I could 
pray every morning, and go forth to my day's 
labour stayed and comforted. But now I can 
pray nolonger. You have taken my God away 
from me, and I know not where you have 
laid Him. My only consolation in my misery 
is that at least I am inconsolable for His loss. 
Yes,’ cried Mr. Herbert, his voice rising into 
a kind of threatening wail, ‘though you have 
made me miserable, I am not yet content 
with my misery. And though I too have 
said in my heart that there is no God, and 
that there is no more profit in wisdom than 
in folly, yet there is one folly that I will not 
give tongue to. I will not say Peace, peace, 
when there is no peace. I will not say we 
are still Christians, when we can sip our 
wine smilingly after dinner, and talk about 
some day defining the Father; and I will 
only pray that if such a Father be, He may 
have mercy alike upon those that hate Him, 
because they wz// not see Him ; and on those 
who love and long for Him, although they no 
longer cax see Him.’ 

Mr. Herbert’s voice ceased. The cur- 
tain fell. The whirlwind was over; the fire 
was over; and after the fire, from one of the 
side boxes came a still small voice. 
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‘Very poor taste—very poor taste.’ 

It was perceived that Dr. Jenkinson, 
having discovered almost immediately who 
was really to be the preacher, had stolen back 
silently into the theatre. 
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CHAPTER II. 


SHE following morning Miss Merton 
a@ had risen early, and was saunter- 
ing slowly before breakfast up and 
down the broad terrace in front of 
the house. She inhaled the fresh delightful air; 
she looked out over the breezy sea ; shescanned 
the splendid villa, now shining in the sunlight, 
with its marble porticoes, and its long rows 
of windows; and she thought over yesterday 
with all its conversations and incidents, In 
especial, she thought of Laurence. She 
thought of him as he was now, and as he had 
been in former times, when they had known 
each other so well; and as she thought of 
him, she sighed. 

‘And he might do so much,’ she said to 
herself, ‘and yet he is so weak and so irreso- 
lute ; wasting his time in Paris and in London, 
reading poetry and buying pictures, and talk- 
ing philosophy he doesn’t believe in with his 
dilettante friends. And this place—-this 
lovely place—how often dees he come here ? 
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What does he do for his tenants and depend- 
ants—for all who ought to look for help to 
him? I have no patience with a man who 
keeps moaning about religion as he does, and 
yet won't act up to the light which he must 
have.’ 

Whilst she was thus meditating, the 
subject of her meditations appeared upon the 
terrace. ) 

‘You are out early,’ he said. ‘I have 
been just seeing Herbert off. He has had to 
go before everybody else, for he is em route 
for Italy.’ 

‘You look very tired,’ said Miss Merton 
sympathetically. 

‘Qh, it is nothing,’ said Laurence, turning 
the subject. ‘Did you notice Leslie last 
evening in the garden, and how odd his 
manner was? Do you remember, too, the 
pretty song he sang the night before, and 
how surprised we all were at it? Well, I 
had a letter yesterday, from a friend both 
of his and mine, which explains it. The 
heroine of the song was not an ideal young 
lady, though whether one can call her real 
any longer is more than I can say. © She is 
dead. I don’t know all the story; but my 
friend just gave me the outline, and enclosed 
a note for Leslie, to tell the news to him 
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himself. He never fancies he feels cnything; 
but what he won’t admit to himself, his 
manner, I am sure admitted to me, and I 
dare say to you too.’ 

‘Yes, said Miss Merton thoughtfully, ‘I 
felt sure it must be something of that kind. 
But you,’ she said, turning to Laurence, 
‘how utterly tired and worn-out you look. 

‘To say the truth,’ Laurence answered, 
‘T slept very little last night. Iwas thinking 
of our culture and our enlightenment. I was 
thinking of—God knows what; and why 
should I tell you? I’m sorry,’ he said, ‘that 
we're all breaking up to-day. I wish we 
could have kept the party together for a little 
longer. I don’t know what I shall do. I 
can't stop here; I shan’t go to London—I 
hate London. I had almost resolved, an 
hour ago, to go off to Italy with Herbert.’ 

‘By way of finding some duty to do?’ 
asked Miss Merton quietly. 

‘I have no duties, said Laurence. ‘Didn't 
Herbert very truly tell us so last night? 
But in Italy I should at least forget that I 
ever might have had any. And I should be 
then, at any rate, with a congenial friend. 
Herbert and I, you see, are two fools. We 
both of us want to pray, and we neither of us 


can. 


364 THE NEW REPUBLIC. 


There was a long pause. At last Miss 
Merton said with some embarrassment, stoop- 
ing as she did so to smell a red geranium ° 

‘I’m sure I wish I could be of any use to 
you; but really I don’t quite see how I can.’ 

There was another pause. At last 
Laurence said in a very low tone: 

‘I cannot pray, because I do not believe 
in God. Will you pray for me?’ 

Miss Merton turned and looked at 
him with a soft, serious smile. 

‘I did last night, if you wish very much 
to know,’ she said, and her cheek grew slowly 
tinted with an unconscious blush. 

‘Did you?’ exclaimed Laurence with a 
sudden eagerness. ‘Then, if you cared 
enough for me to do that, will you care 
enough for me to do something far better than 
praying for me? Will you—’ he said, 
pausing and looking at her; ‘will you— 
But at that instant the gong for breakfast 
sounded, and the sentence died unfinished. 
Both he and she were perhaps a little grate- 
ful for this interruption. It relieved a sudden 
sense of shyness that had become painful, and 
to all intents and purposes their looks had 
already said all that need be said. It might, 
both felt, be securely left to find its way into 
words at a more convenient season. In an- 
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other moment they were in the midst of that 
most matter-of fact bustle that precedes in 
country-houses the settling down to breakfast 
of a large party. 

‘Well, Mr. Laurence,’ exclaimed Lady 
Ambrose, ‘all pleasant things come to an 
end at last. But this visit to you has really 
been positively delightful. And now, you 
must be careful not to forget me—that we are 
expecting you in September in Gloucester- 
shire, to take part in our private theatricals. 
By-the-by,’ she added, sinking her voice to 
a fit solemnity, ‘I think I told you, didn’t I, 
how ill the poor Duchess of had been 
last week, though she’s better now, I am 
happy to hear this morning. Ham—tongue 
—pigeon-pie-—omelette,’ she went on, as she 
sat down at the table ; ‘ why, amongst all this 
host of good things, I don’t know really what 
to choose. Well, suppose, Mr. Laurence, 
you were to bring me just the little—least bit 
of omelette. My dear,’ she whispered to 
Miss Merton, who was on one side of her, 
‘what a dreadful blowing-up Mr. Herbert 
gave us last night, didn’t he? Now that, 
you know, I think is all very well in a 
sermon, but in a lecture, where the things are 
supposed to be taken more or less literally, 
I think it is a little out of place.’ 
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‘Did you say just now,’ said Leslie, who 
found himself on the other side of Lady 
Ambrose, ‘that the Duchess of —— was 
il] ?’ 

‘Qh, it was just something I was telling 
Mr. Laurence,’ said Lady Ambrose coldly. 
‘She’s much better now, thank you. Do you 
know her ?’ 

‘She’s my aunt,’ said Leslie. 

Lady Ambrose turned round and looked 
Leslie full in the face. As she looked, a 
smile began to dimple her cheek, and light 
up her sweet grey eyes. 

‘You don't say so!’ she exclaimed at 
last. ‘Why, of course you are. How stupid 
of me not to have found that out before. To 
be sure—you are the redoubtable Eton boy, 
who made such a dreadful commotion at 
Daleham by wanting to run away with the 
nursery governess. And to think that I have 
only discovered you at this last moment, when 
we are all of us going to say good-bye!’ 

‘Your carriage is at the door, my Lady,’ 
suid a servant. 

‘Already!’ said Lady Ambrose. ‘How 
time flies! Dr. Jenkinson, you and I are 
going to the train together, I believe. And 
now, Mr. Leslie,’ she went on, ‘ Mr. Laurence 
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is coming to us, in September, for some pri- 
vate theatricals. I don’t know if you do 
anything in that way yourself. But perhaps 
if you are in England, and have no better 
engagements, you will come with him. At 
any rate, if you won't, please to remember I 
shall think it very ill-natured of you.’ 

‘Thank you,’ said Leslie, smiling, ‘I am 
not ill-natured.’ 

‘I’m quite ready, Lady Ambrose, if you 
are, said Dr. Jenkinson briskly; ‘and now, 
Laurence, he said, as he was standing in the 
portico, whilst Lady Ambrose was getting 
into the carriage, ‘good-bye ; I’ve had a most 
pleasant visit. Butas to your Utopia, your 
ideal of the future—’ he added confidentially, 
‘it has been said, foolishly enough, that God 
was the Brocken-phantom of self, projected 
on the mists of the zoz-ego. Well—your 
Utopia was the Brocken-phantom of the 
present, projected on the mists of the imprac- 
ticable. It was simply the present with its 
homelier details left out. Good-bye—good- 
bye.’ 

‘Then in that case,’ said Laurence, as 
he bade adieu to the Doctor, ‘it is a comfort 
to know from you that the Present, as it is, 1s 
the highest state of things conceivable.’ 
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‘Good-bye,’ said Lady Ambrose, with a 
smile in her beautiful frank eyes. ‘ Good-bye, 
Mr. Leslie. and mind that you don't forget 
September.’ 


THE END. 
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picture cover, Is , crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d 

The Luck of Roaring Camp, and other Sketches. By BRET 
Harte. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Jeff Briggs’s Love Story. By BRET HARTE. Fcap. 8vo, picture 
cover, 1s.; Cloth extra, 2s. 6d 

Flip. By BRET HARTE. Post 8vo, ulustrated boards, 2s : cloth 

____ Timp, 28.64. (Aug. 15, 


Brewster (Sir David), Works by: 


More Worlds than One: The Creed of the Philosopher and the 
Hope of the Christian By Sir Davip BrewsTEeR. With Plates. Post 
8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. 


The Martyrs of Science: Lives of GALILEO, TYCHO BRAHE, and 
KEPLER. Pes Sir Davip Brewster. With Portraits. Post 8vo, cloth 
extra, 45. 6d. 


A HANDSOME GIFT-BOOK.—Small 4to, cloth extra, 6s. 
Brushwood: Poems. 


By T. BUCHANAN READ. Illustrated from Designs by FREDERICK 
DIBLMAN. 
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Buchanan’s (Robert) Works: 
Ballads of Life, Love, and | St. Abe and his Seven Wives: 
Humour. With a Frontispiece b A Tale of Salt Lake City. With a 








ARTHUR HuGnes. Crown 8vo, cloth Frontispiece by A. B HovucGurTon. 
extra, 6s. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, §s. 
Selected Poems of Robert Bu- | White Rose and Red: 
chanan. With Frontispiece by THos | A Love Story. Crown 8vo, eloth 
DaziEet. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. extra, 6s. 
The Book of Orm The Hebrid Isles: Wanderings 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. in ie ane - Porne end tie Outer 
IdylsandLegends ofInverburn. Hebrides, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
Crown 8&vo, cloth extra, 6s | 6s. (In the press. 


*,* Sce also Novels, pp 19,20. 


re ee ee 


TH E STOTH RD BUNYAN.—Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d. 


Bunyan’s Pilgri.a’s Progress. 
Edited by Rev. T ScoTT. With 17 beautiful Steel Plates by STOT- 
HARD, engraved by GOODALL ; and numerous Woodcuts. 


Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 


Burton’s Anatomy of Melancholy. 
A New Edition, complete, corrected and enriched by Translations of 
the Classical Extracts 

*,* Also an Abridgment wn ‘‘The Mayfair Library,” under the title 
‘‘ Melancholy Anatomrsed,” post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 


ee 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 


Byron’s Letters and Journals. 
With Notices of his Life By THOMAS MoorE. A Reprint of the 
Original Edition, newly revised, with Twelve full-page Plates. 


Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 14s. 


Campbell.—White and Black: 


Travels in the United States. By Sir GEORGE CAMPBELL, M P. 


ny 
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Demy 8vo0, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 


Caravan Route (The) between Egypt and 


Syria. By His Imperialand Royal Highness the ARCHDUKE LUDWIG 
__ SALVATOR of AusTRIA. With 23 full-page Illustrations by the Author, 


New and revised Edition, post 8vo, cloth extra, Illustrated, 1s. 6d, 
Carlyle (Thomas) On the Choice of Books. 
With a Life of the Author by R. H. SHEPHERD. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 
Century (A) of Dishonour: 


A Sketch of the United States Government's Dealings with some of 
the Indian Tribes. 


Large 4to, half-bound, profusely Illustrated, 28s. 
Chatto and Jackson.—A Treatise on Wood 
Engraving ; Historical and Practical. By WILLIAM ANDREW CHATTO 


and JOHN JACKSON. With an Additional Chapter by HENRY G. 
BOHN, and 450 fine Jilustrations, Areprint of the last Revised Edition. 
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Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra. 


Cameron (Captain) and Captain Burton.—To 
the Gold Coast for Gold: A Personal Narrative. By RICHARD F. 
BURTON and VERNEY LOVETT CAMERON. (In the press. 


Chaucer : 
Chaucer for Children: A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. HAWEIS, 
With Eight Coloured Pictures and numerous Woodcuts by the Author. 
New Edition, small 4to, cloth extra, 6s. 
Chaucer for Schools, By Mrs. H. R. Hawets. Demy 8vo, cloth 
limp, 2s. 6d. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d, 

Colman’s Humorous Works: 
Broad Grins,’ “‘ My Nightgown and Slippers,” and other Humorous 
Works, Prose and Poetical, of GEORGE COLMAN. With Life by G. 
B. BUCKSTONE, and Frontispiece by HOGARTH. 


Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d, 


Convalescent Cookery : 
A Family Handbook. By CATHERINE RYAN, 
“ Fullof sound sense and useful hints.".—SaturpDay Review. 


Conway (Moncure D.), Works by: 
Demonology and Devil-Lore. By Moncure D. Conway, 
M.A. Two Vols., royal 8vo, with 65 Illustrations, 28s, 
A Necklace of Stories. By MoncurE D. Conway, M.A. 
Illustrated by W. J. Hennessy. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
The Wandering Jew. By MoONcURE D. Conway, M.A. Crown 
Bvo, cloth extra, 6s. 


Thomas Carlyle: Letters and Recollections. By MONCURE 
D. Conway, M.A. With Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 21s. 


Cook (Dutton).—Hours with the Players. 


By DUTTON COOK. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 


Copyright.—A Handbook of English and 


oreign Copyright in Literary and Dramatic Works. By SIDNEY 
JERROLD, of the Middle Temple, Esq , Barrister-at-Law. 


“Tall the time arrives when copyright shall be so simple and so unstform that 
tt can be generally understood and enjoyed, such a handbook as this will prove of 
great value. It ts correct as well as conctse, and gives gust the kind and quantity 
of snformation destred by persons who are tgnorant of the subject, and turn to tt 
or wnformation and guidance."—ATHENAZUM. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 


Cornwall.—Popular Romances of the West 

of England; or, The Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old 
Cornwall. Collected and Edited by RoperT Hunt, F.R.S. New 
and Revised Edition, with Additions, and Two Steel-plate !lustra- 
tions by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK, 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with 13 Portraits, 7s. 6d. 


Creasy’s Memoirs of Eminent Etonians ; 
With Notices of the Early History of Eton College. By Sir EDWARD 
CREASY, Author of *‘ The Fifteen Decisive Battles of the World.” 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Etched Frontispiece, 7s. 64, 
Credulities, Past and Present. 
By WILLIAM JONES, F.S.A., Author of ‘“ Finger-Ring Lore," &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 


Crimes and Punishments. 


Including a New Translation of Beccaria’s “ Dei Delitti e delle Pene,” 
__ By JAMES ANSON FARRER. 


Cruikshank, George: 


The Comic Almanack. Complete in Two SERIES: The FIRST 
from 1835 to 1843; the SECOND from 1844 to 1853. A Gathering of the 
Best Humour of THACKERAY, Hoon, MayHew, ALBERT SMITH. 
A’BeckxeTT, ROBERT BrovuGn, &c, With 2,000 Woodcuts and Steal 
Engravings by CruiKsHANk, Hinz, LANDELLS, &c. Crown 8vo, cloth 
gilt, two very thick volumes, 7s. 64d each 


The Life of George Cruikshank. By BLANCHARD JERROLD, 
Author of ‘ The Life of Napoleon III.," &c. W2:th numerous IIlustras 
tions and a List of his Works. Two Vols, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 24s. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 


Cussans.—Handbook of Heraldry; 


with Instructions for Tracing Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient 
MSS, &c. By JOHN E. Cussans. Entirely New and Revised 
Edition. Illustrated with over 400 Woodcuts and Coloured Plates. 


Two Vols., demy 4to, handsomely bound in half-morocco, gilt, profusely 
Iilustrated with Coloured and Plain Plates and Woodcuts, price £7 7s. 
Cyclopedia of Costume ; 
or, A Dictionary of Dress—Regal, Ecclesiastical, Civil, and Military— 
from the Earliest Period in England to the reign of George the Third, 
Including Notices of Contemporaneous Fashions on the Continent, 
and a General History of the Costumes of the Principal Countries of 
Europe. By J. R. PLANCHE, Somerset Herald. 
TheVolumes may also be had separately (each complete in itselt) at£3 13s 6d each: 
Vol, I. THE DICTIONARY. 
Vol. Il. A GENERAL HISTORY OF COSTUME IN EUROPE. 
Also 1n 25 Parts at 5s. each, Cases for binding, 5s each. 


Post 8v0, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 
Davenant.—What shall my Son be P 


Hints for Parents on the Choice of a Profession or Trade for their 
Sons. By FRANCIS DAVENANT, M A. 


Crown 8vo, half-bound, 12s. 6d. 
Drama, A Dictionary of the. 
Being a comprehensive Guide to the Plays, Playwrights, Players, 
and Playhouses of the United Kingdom and America, from the 
Earliest to the Present Times. By W. DAVENPORT ADAMS, (Uni- 
form with BREWER’S '' Reader's Handbook.”) [In preparation. 
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Entirely New Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, Illustrated, 7s. 62, 
Doran.—Memories of our Great Towns. 


With Anecdotic Gleanings concerning their Worthies and their 
Oddities. By Dr. JOHN DORAN, F.S.A. With 38 Illustrations. 


Crown 8ve, cloth boards, 6s. per Volume, 


Early English Poets. 


Edited, with Introductions and Annotations, by Rev A. B GROSART. 
1. Fletcher’s (Giles, BD) Com- | 3. Herrick's (Robert) Hesperi- 


lete Poems: Christ’s Victorie in des, Noble Numbers, and Com- 

eaven, Christ’s Victorie on lete Collected Poems With 
Earth, Christ’s Triumph over emorial-Introduction and Notes, 
Death, and Minor Poems With Steel Portrait, Index of Furst 
Memorial-Introduction and Notes, Lines, and Glossarial Index, &c. 
One Vol. Three Vols. 


2. Davies’ (Sir John) Complete | 4. Sidney’s (Sir Philip) Com- 


Poetical Works, including Psalms 
I, to L. in Verse, and other hither- 
to Unpublished MSS, for the 
first time Collected and Edited. 
With Memorial Introduction and 

Notes. Two Vols. 





plete Poetical Works, including 
all those in “Arcadia” With 
Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, 
Essay on the Poetry of Sidney, 
and Notes. Thiee Vols. 





aed 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 6s 


Emanuel.—On Diamonds and Precious 
Stones ; their History, Value, and Properties , with Simple Tests for 
ascertaining their Reality. By HARRY EMANUEL, F.RG.S. With 
numerous Illustrations, Tinted and Plain. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 


Englishman’s House, The: 
A Practical Guide to all interested in Selecting or Building a House, 
with full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. By C J RICHARDSON. 
Third Edition. With nearly 600 Illustrations. 


, onmemmnanramnneanatheaand 


Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 215. 


Ewald.—Stories from the State Papers. 
By ALEX. CHARLES EWALD, F.S A, Author of “ The Life of Prince 
Charles Stuart,” &c. With an Autotype Facsimile. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 6s. 
lairholt.—Tobacco: 
Its History and Associations; with an Account of the Plant and its 
Manufacture, and its Modes of Use in all Ages and Countries. By 


F W. FAIRHOLT, F.S A. With Coloured Frontispiece and upwards 
of roo Illustrations by the Author. 
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re Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. _ 
Familiar Allusions: 


A Handbook of Miscellaneous Information ; including the Names of 
Celebrated Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country Seats, Ruins, 
Churches, Ships, Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities, and the like. 
By WILLIAM A. WHEELER, Author of ‘‘ Noted Names of Fiction;” 
and CHARLES G. WHEELER. 
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Faraday (Michael), Works by : 


The Chemical History of a Candle: Lectures delivered before 
a Juvenile Audience at the Royal Institution. Edited by WiLLraAM 
et F.C.S. Post 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, 
4s. 6d. 

On the Various Forces of Nature, and their Relations to each 
other Lectures delivered before a Juvemilc Audience at the Royal 
Institution Edited by WitL1AM Crooks, F.C.S. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 
with numerous Illustrations, 4s 6d 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d, 
Finger-Ring Lore: 
}iistorical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. By WM. JONES, F.S.A. With 


Hundreds of Illustrations of Curious Rings of all Ages and Countries, 


“ Ouc of those gossiping books which are as full of amusement as of instruction.” 
—ATULN LUM 
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Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 215s. 


Fitzgerald. Recreations of a Literary Man; 
or, Does Writing Pay’? With Recollections of some Literary Men, 
and a View of a Literary Man’s Working Life. By PERcy FITz- 
GERALD, 








ne ee enon te 











ee 


Gardening Books: 


A Year's Work in Garden and Greenhouse: Practical Advice 
to Amateur Gardeners as to the Management of the Flower, Fruit, and 
Frame Garden By Girorce GLrenny Post dvo, cloth limp, 2s 6d 

Our Kitchen Garden. The Plants we Grow, and How we 
Cook Them. By Tom Peet bp, Author of ‘‘ The Garden that Paid the 
Rent,” &c. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s 6d. 

Household Horticulture A Gossip about Flowers. By Tom 
and JANE JERROLD. Illustrated Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. Fcap. 8vo, illustrated cover, 
1s ; cloth limp, 1s 6d 

My Garden Wild, and What I Grew there. By FRANCIS 


GrorGe Hratu. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 





One Shilling Monthly. 


Gentleman’s Magazine (The) for 1882. 


The JANUARY Number of this Periodical contained the First Chapters 

of a New Serial Story, entitled “Dust,” by JULIAN HAWTHORNE, 

Author of ‘‘Garth,” &c. ‘Science Notes,” by W. MaTTIEU 

WILLIAMS, F.R.A.S , will also be continued monthly. 

‘," Now ready, the Volume for JANUARY to JUNE, 1882, cloth extra, 
price 8s. 6d ; and Cases for binding, price 2s. each. 
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Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d, 


Glenny.— A Year's Work in Garden and 
Greenhouse . Practical Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to the Manage- 
ment of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden. By GEORGE GLENNY. 


‘A great deal of valuable wnformatron, conveyed in very svmple language. The 
amateur need not wish for a better guide”’—LkEDS MERCURY, 


to BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


THE RUSKIN GRIMM.—Square 8vo, cl. ex., 6s. 6d.; gilt edges, 7s. 64. 


German Popular Stories. 


Collected by the Brothers Grimm, and Translated by EDGAR TAYLOR. 
Edited with an Introduction by JOHN RUSKIN. With 22 Illustrations 
o2 Steel by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. Both Series Complete. 


“The illustrations of this volume . . . are of guste sterling and admirable 
art, of a class precisely parallel 1m elevation to the character of the tales which 
they illustrate; and the original etchings, as I have before sasd in the Appendtx to 
my ‘Elements of Drawing,’ were unrwalled in masterfulness of touch since Rem- 
brandt (un some qualities of delineation, unrivalled even by him), . . . To make 
somewhat enlarged copres of them, lookug at them through a magnifying glass, 
and never putting two lines where Crutkshank has put only one, would be an exer- 
cise 1m deciston and severe drawing which would leave afterwards Iittle to be learnt 
an schools."—Extract from Introduction by Joun RUSKIN. 
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Square 16mo (Tauchnitz size), cloth extra, 2s. per volume, 


Golden Library, The: 
Ballad History of England. By | Mallory’s (Sir Thomas) Mort 


W. C. BENNETT. ane ,he se S ne chal 
’ : and of the Knights of the Roun 
Sayer Favors Diversions of cable. Edited by B. MoNTGOMERIE 
; : ANKING 

Byron's Don Juan. Pascal's Provincial Letters. A 
Emerson's Letters and Social New Translation, with Historical In- 

Aims. Reancees and Notes, by T. M’CrIiz, 
Godwin's (William) Lives of oe 

the stellen Pope’s Poetical Works, Com- 


Holmes's Autocrat of the plete. 
Breakfast Table. With an Introduc- | Rochefoucauld’s Maxims and 
tion by G. A. SALA. Moral Reflections, With Notes, and 
Holmes’s Professor at the | 2 Introductory Essay by Sainti- 
Breakfast Table. BEUVE. 
Hood's Whims and Oddities, ; St. Pierre’s Paul and Virginia, 


and The Indian Cottage. Edited, 
Te eercaa With all the original with Life, by the Rev. E. CLARKE. 


Irving's (Washington) Tales of Shelley's Harly Poems, and 


a Traveller. basi Mab, with Essay by LEIGH 
my ngs een) Tales of Shelley's Later Poems: Laon 
: and Cythna, &c 
Jesse's (Edward) Scenes and , 
Occupations of Country Life. caren Fiche Poems, 
Lamb's Essays of Elia. Both Shelley's Prose Works includ- 
Series Complete sn: One'Vol, ing A Refutation of Deism, Zastrozzi, 
Leigh Hunt's Essays: A Tale | St. Irvyne, &. 
for a Chimney Corner, and other | White's Natural History of Sel- 
fr) 


Pieces. With Portrait, and Introduc- borne. Edited, with Additions, by 
tion by Epmunp OLLier. THomas Brown, F.L.S. : 
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Crown 8vo, cloth gilt and gilt edges, 7s. 6d. 


Golden Treasury of Thought, The: 


An ENCYCLOPEDIA OF QUOTATIONS from Writers of all Times and 
Countries. Selected and Edited by THEODORE TAYLOR. 


\ 
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New and Cheaper Edition, demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 


Greeks and Romans, The Life of the, 


Described from Antique Monuments By ERNST GUHL and W, 
KONER. Translated from the Third German Edition, and Edited by 
Dr. F. HUEFFER. With 545 Illustrations. 
“ Must find a place, not only upon the scholar's shelves, but 1n every well-chosey 
library of art." —DaiLty News. 





Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 4s. 64, 


Guyot.—The Earth and Man ;’ 


or, Physical Geography in its relation to the History of Mankind, 
By ARNOLD GUYOT. With Additions by Professors AGASSIZ, PIERCE, 
and GRAY; 12 Maps and Engravings on Steel, some Coloured, and 
copious Index. 


Crown 8vo, 1s.; cloth, 1s. 6d 


Hair (The) : Its Treatment in Health, Weak- 


ness, and Disease. Translated from the German of Dr. J. PINCUS, 


Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by: 
Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth extra, 8s. 
New Symbols, Crown &8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 

Legends of the Morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
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Two Vols , crown 8vo, cloth extra, 12s. 


Half-Hours with Foreign Novelists. 
With Notices of their Lives and Writings. By HELEN and ALICE 
ZIMMERN. A New Edition. 


Medium 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 7s 6d. 


Hall.—_Sketches of Irish Character. By Mrs. 


S.C. HALL. With numerous Illustrations on Steel and Wood by 
MACLISE, GILBERT, HARVEY, and G. CRUIKSHANK. 
“*The Ivesh Sketches of this lady resemble Miss Mitford's beautiful English 
sketches 1n ‘Our Village, but they are far more vigorous and picturesque and 
bright."—BLAacKwoon’s MAGAZINE. 
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Haweis (Mrs,), Works by: 
The Art of Dress. By Mrs. H. R. HAwEIS. Illustrated by tha 
Author. Small 8vo, illustrated cover, xs., cloth limp. 1s. 6d. 
“A well-considered attempt to apply canons of good taste to the costumes 


of ladus of our time. . . . . rs. Hawets writes frankly and to the 
pot ; she does not mince matters, but boldly remonstrates with her own sew 
on the follres they wndulgetn . . . Wemay recommend the book to the 


ladves whom tt concerns.” —ATHEN ZUM, 


The Art of Beauty. By Mrs. H. R HAweEis. Square 8vo, 
cloth extra, gilt, gilt edges, with Coloured Frontispiece and nearly 100 
Illustrations, ros 6d 

The Art of Decoration. By Mrs. H R. HAWEIS. Square 8vo, 
handsomely bound and profusely Illustrated, ros. 6d. 


*," See also CHAUCER, f. 6 of this Catalogue, 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 55. 


Heath (F. G.)}—My Garden Wild, 


And What I Grew there. By FRANCIS GEORGE HeEatu, Author of 
“The Fern World," &c. 
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SPECIMENS OF MODERN POETS.—Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


Heptalogia (The); or, The Seven against Sense. 
A Cap with Seven Bells. 


“’ The mersts of the book cannot be fairly estunated by means of a few extracts ; 
tt should be read at length to be appreciated Aaa y, and in our opinion, ris 
merits entitle tt to be very widely read indeed.” —St, JAMis’s GAZETTE. 
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Cr 8vo, bound in parchment, 8s ; Large-Paper copies (only 50 printed), 155. 


Herbert.—The Poems of Lord Herbert of 


Cherbury. Edited, with an Introduction, by J. CHURTON COLLINS. 

















Crown 8vo, cloth limp, with Illustrations, 2s 6d. 


Holmes.—The Science of Voice Production 
and Voice Preservation. A Popular Manual for the Use of Speakers 
and Singers. By GORDON HOLMES, LR.CPE. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s 6d. 


Hood’s (Thomas) Choice Warks, 


In Prose and Verse Including the CREAM OF THE COMIC ANNUALS, 
With Life of the Author, Portrait, and Two Hundred Illustrations 
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Square crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6s. 


Hood’s (Tom) From Nowhere to the North 


Pole: A Noah's Arkzeological Narrative. With 25 Illustrations by 
W. BRUNTON and E. C. BARNES 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s 6d 
Hook’s (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works, 


including his Ludicrous Adventures, Bons-mots, Puns and Hoaxes, 
With a new Life of the Author, Portraits, Facsimiles and Ilustratrons, 
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Tenth Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 


Horne.—Orion : 
An Epic Poem, in Three Books By RICHARD HENGIST HORNE. 
With Photographic Portrait from a Medallion by SUMMERS. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 


Howell.—Conflicts of Capital and Labour 


Historically and Economically considered. Being a History and 
Review of the Trade Unions of Great Britain, showing their Origin, 
Progress, Constitution, and Objects, in their Political, Social, Eco- 
nomical, and Industrial Aspects. By GEORGE HOWELI. 
“This book is an attempt, and on the whole a successful attempt, to place the 
work of trade untons 1n the past, and they objects 11 the future, farrly before the 
public from the working man’s point of view "—PaLL MaLL GazettE, 
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Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s. 6d. 


Hueffer.—The Troubadours: 


A History of Provencal Life and Literature in the Middle Ages, By 
FRANCIS HUEFFER. 


—————- 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


Ireland under the Land Act: 


Letters to the Standard during the Crisis. Containing the most 
recent Information about the State of the Country, the Popular 
Leaders, the League, the Working of the Sub-Commissions, &c. 
With Leading Cases under the Act, giving the Evidence in full; 
Judicial Dicta, &c. By E. CANT-WALL. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


Janvier.—Practical Keramics for Students. 
By CATHERINE A, JANVIER. 
“Will be found a aia bs handbook by those who wish to try the manufacture or 


decoration of pottery, and may be studicd by all who desire to know something of 
the art""—MorninG Post. 
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A New Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, illustrated, 7s. 6d. 


Jennings.—The Rosicrucians : 
Their Rites and Mysteries. With Chapters on the Ancient Fire and 
Serpent Worshippers. By HARGRAVE JENNINGS. With Five full- 
page Plates and upwards of 300 Illustrations. 
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Jerrold (Tom), Works by: 


The Garden that Paid the Rent. Fcap. 8vo, illustrated cover, 
1s., Cloth limp, 1s. 6d. 


Household Horticulture: A Gossip about Flowers By Tom and 
JANE JERROLD. Illustrated. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s 6d. 


Our Kitchen Garden The Plants we Grow, and How we Cook 
Them. By Tom Jrrroxnp, Author of “The Garden that Paid the Rent, ’ 
&c Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s 6d 


‘*The combination of hints on cookery with gardening has been very cleverly 
carried out, and the result 1s an interesting and highly instructive little work M1. 
Ferrold 1s correct wn saying that Bag people ao not make half the use of vege- 
tables they might, and by showing how easily they can be grown, and so obtained 
fiesh, hets doing a great deal to make them more popular.’'—DatLy CHRONICLI. 
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Two Vols 8vo, with 52 Illustrations and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 14s. 


Josephus, The Complete Works of. 


Translated by WiHISTON. Containing both ‘‘ The Antiquitres of the 
Jews” and ‘‘ The Wars of the Jews.” 


Sema tee ARTE “Y-AELAISENRONI weeping ten SN ANAT vtNNSER 


Small 8vo, cloth, full gilt, gilt edges, with Illustrations, 6s, 


Kavanagh.—The Pearl Fountain, 
And other Fairy Stories. By BRIDGET and JULIA KAVANAGH, 
With Thirty Illustrations by J. MoyR SMITH. 

“Genuine new fairy stories of the old type, some of them as delightful as the 
best of Grimm’s ‘German Popular Stores.’ . , . . Forthe most part the storics 
are downright, thorough-going fairy stories of the most admirable kind, .« » « 
Mr. Moyr Smith’s illustrations, coo, ave admirable, —SPECTATOR. 


—— 
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Square 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 6s. 


Knight (The) and the Dwarf. 


By CHARLES MILLS. With Illustrations by THOMAS LINDSay. 


creme 





Crown 8vo, illustrated boards, with numerous Plates, 2s. 6d. 


Lace (Old Point), and How to Copy and 
Imitate it. By Daisy WATERHOUSE HAWKINS, With 17 Illustra- 
tions by the Author. 
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Lamb (Charles) : 


Mary and Charlies Lamb: Their Poems, Letters, and Remains. 
With Reminiscences and Notes by W Carew Hazuitt. With Han- 
cock’s Portrait of the Essayist, Facsimiles of the Title-pages of the rare 
First Editions of Lamb’s and Coleridge’s Works, and numerous Iilus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ros. 6d. 


Lamb's Complete Works, in Prose and Verse, reprinted from the 
Origina) Editions, with many Pieces hitherto unpublished. Edited, with 
Notes and Introduction, by R. H. SHEPHERD. With Two Portraits and 
Facsimile of a Page of the “Essay on Roast Pig.” Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7S. 6d. 

“ A complete edition of Lamb's writings, in prose and verse, has long been 
wanted, and 1s now supplied. The edttor appears to have taken great pains to 
bring together Lamb's scattered contributions, and his collection contains a 
number of preces which are now reproduced for the first time since therr original 
appearance in various old pertodicals "—SATURDAY REVIEW. 


Poetry for Children, and Prince Dorus. By CHARLES Lamp, 
Carefully Reprinted from unique copies. Small 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 


“The quawt and delightful little book, over the recovery of which all the 
hearts of his lovers are yet warm with reowing."—A. C. SWINBURNE, 


ed 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


Lares and Penates; 
Or, The Background of Life. By FLORENCE Cappy. 


“The whole book 1s well worth reading, for st 1s full of practwal suggestions. 
We hope nobody wilt be deterred from taking up a book which teaches a good deal 
about sweetening poor lives as well as giving grace to wealthy ones."—GRAPHIC, 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s, 6d, 


Life in London; 
or, The History of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian Tom. With the 
whole of CRUIKSHANK’S Illustrations, m Colours, after the Originals. 








Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


Lights on the Way: 

ome Tales within a Tale. By the late J. H. ALEXANDER, B.A. 
Edited, with an Explanatory Note, by H. A. Pace, Author of 
“ Thoreau: A Study.” 
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Longfellow : 


Longfellow’s Complete Prose Works. Including “ Outre Mer,” 
“Hyperion,” “ Kavanagh,” “The Poets and Poetry of Europe,” and 
“ Driftwood.” With Portrait and Illustrations by VALENTINE BROMLEY. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s, 6d. 


Longfellow’s Poetical Works. Carefully Reprinted from the 
Onginal Editions, With numerous fine Illustrations on Steel and Wood. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s, 6d. 








Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 


Lunatic Asylum, My Experiences in a. 
By A SANE PATIENT, 


“The story 1s clever and interesting, sad beyond measure though the subyect 
be There 1s no personal bitterness, and no violence or anger. Whatever may 
have been the evidence for our author’s madness when he was consigned to an 
asylum, nothing can be clearer than his sanity when he wrote this book; 1t 1s 
biight, calm, and to the pownt.”—SPECTATOR, 
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Demy 8vo, with Fourteen full-page Plates, cloth boards, 18s. 


Lusiad (The) of Camoens. 


Translated into Fnglish Spenserian Verse by ROBERT FFRENCH DUFF, 





— 
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McCarthy (Justin), Works by: 


History of Our Own Times, from the Accession of Queen Victoria 
to the General Election of 1880, By JusTIN MCCARTHY, M.P. 
Four Vols , demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s each. 

“ Critecasm ts dtsarmed before a composition which provokes little but approval. 
This 1s a really good book on a really interesting subject, and werds piled on 
words could say no more for it "—SaTURDAY REVIEW. 

History of the Four Georges. By JusTIN McCartTuy, M.P. 
Four Vols. demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s, each. [In preparation. 


*," For Mr. McCarthy's Novels, see pp 21, 23. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 


Maclise Gallery (The) of Illustrious Literary 


Characters: 85 fine Portraits, with Descriptive Text, Anecdotal and 
Biographical. By WILLIAM BATES, B.A. [In preparation. 





Handsomely printed in facsimile, price 5s. 


Magna Charta, 
An exact Facsimile of the Original Document in the British Museum, 
printed on fine plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by 2 feet wide, with the 
Arms and Seals emblazoned 1n Gold and Colours. 
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Macquoid (Mrs.), Works by: 


In the Ardennes. By KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. With 50 fine 
Illustrations by Tuomas R. Macguorp. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 64. 

Pictures and Legends from Normandy and Brittany. By 
KATHARINE S. Macguorp With numerous Illustrations by Tuomas R. 
Macguoip. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, ros 6d. 

Through Normandy. By KATHARINE S Macguoip. With 
go Illustrations by T. R. Macguorp. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Through Brittany. By KATHARINE S. MAcguolID. With 
numerous Illustrations by T. R Macguoip Sq 8vo, cloth extra, 7s 6d 

“The pleasant compantonship which Mrs. Macquoid offers,» while wandere 
ang from one pont of interest to another, seems to throw a renewed charm 
around each oftedepicted scene.’’—MoORNING Post. 





Mallock (W.H:), Works by: 


Is Life Worth LivingP By WiLLIAM HuRRELL MALLOCK. 
Crown 8vo, cioth extra, 6s. 

The New Republic; or, Culture, Faith, and Philosophy in an 
English Country House By W H. Mattock. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s 6d, 

The New Paul and Virginia; or, Positivism on an Island. By 
W.H. Mattock. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Poems. By W.H MALLOcK. Small 4to, bound in parchment, 8s, 


A Romance of the Nineteenth Century. By W. H. MALLOcK. 
Second Edition, with a Preface Two Vols , crown &vo, 21s 


Mark Twain, Works by: 

The Choice Works of Mark Twain. Revised and Corrected 
throughout by the Author With Life, Portrait, and numerous IIlustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. By MARK TWAIN. With 100 
Illustrations, Small 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. Cuzap Eprrion, illust. bds , 2s. 

A Pleasure Trip on the Continent of Europe The Innocents 
Abroad, and The New Pilgrim’s Progress. By Mark Twain. Post 8vo, 
jilustrated boards, 2s. 


An Idle Excursion, and other Sketches. By MARK Twain. 
, . -Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s 


The Prince and the Pauper By MARK Twain. With nearly 
200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s 6d. 


The Innocents Abroad; or, The New Pilgrim’s Progress: 
Being some Account of the Steamship “ Quaker City’s’? Pleasure Ex- 
cursion to Europe and the Holy Land With 234 Illustrations. Ey 
MARK TWAIN rown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s 6d 

The Innocents at Home; and Roughing It. By Mark Twatn, 
With 200 Illustrations by F. A. FRASER. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s, 6d. 

The Stolen White Elephant, &c, By MARK TwaIN. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. ‘ 


A Tramp Abroad. By MARK TWAIN, With 314 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 


“The fun and tenderness of the conception, of which no liuing man but 
Mark Twain 1s capable, its grace and fantasy and slyness, the wonderful 
feeling for anwmals that 1s manzfest 10 every line, make of all this episode of 
jim Baker and has gays a prece of work that 1s not only delightful as mese 
veadwng, but also of a high degree of merit as literature . . . The book 1s 
full of good shang and contains passages and episodes that are equal to the 
funniest of those that 














have gone before.”—ATHENZUM, 


vt 
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Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. per volume, 


Mayfair Library, The: 


The New Republic. By W. H. | Original Plays by W. S. GIL- 
MALLOocK. BERT, First Series. Containing 
The Wicked World—Pygmalion and 
Galatea— Charity —The Princess— 
The Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury. 


Original Plays by W. S GiL- 
BERT SECOND SERIES, Containing. 
Broken Hearts— Engaged— Sweet- 


The New Paul and Virginia. | 
By W. H. Matrocn 
The True History of Joshua | 
Davidson, By E. Lynn Linron. ' 
| 


Old Stories Re-told. By WALTER 


THORNBURY. hearts— Dan’l Druce — Gretchen— 
" Tom Cobb—The Sorcerer—H M.S 
Thoreau: His Life and Aims. Pinafore—The Pirates of Penzance, 
By H.A Pace. | Carols of Cockayne. By HENRY 
By Stream and Sea, By WIL- S Leicu. 
LIAM SENIOR The Book of Clerical Anec- 
Jeux d’Esprit. Edited by HENRY dotes By Jacos Larwoon. 
S Leicu : The Agony Column of “The 
: Times,” from 1800 to 1870 Edited, 
Sunlena. By the Hon. HUGH with an Introduction,by ALice CLay, 
lane The Cupboard Papers. By 
More Puniana. By the Hon. Fin-Bec. 
HuGu Rowiey Pastimes and Players. By 
Puck on Pegasus By H. RosBert Maccrecor 
CHOLMONDELEY-PLNNFLL Balzac's ‘ Comédie Humaine "' 
The Speeches of Charles and its Author. With Translations 
DICKENS, by H. H WALKER 
Muses of Mayfair, Edited by | Melancholy Anatomised: A 
H CHOLMONDFLEY-PFNNELL. ee Eee has “ Burton’s 
Gastronomy asa Fine Art, B ence rere 
BRILLA! — y Quips and Quiddities. Selected 
The Philosophy of Hand- by W Davrnrort ApaMs seh 
whiting. By Don Feurx pe Saua- | Leaves from & WNaturalist's 
MANCA, oe By ANDREW WILSON, 
Curiosities of Criticism. B 
HENRY J, JENNINGS. y The sera fobs the Break- 
: fast-Table y OLIVER WENDELL 
Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Hovwmes. Illustrated by J. GorpoNn 
Follies, Frolics. By W.T Dosson THOMSON 
i paca 
Poetical IngenuitiesandEccen- | Forensic Anecdotes: or, Hu- 
Wer D aes and Edited by mour and Cunsities of the Law 


and of the Men of Law. By Jacou 
Pencil and Palette. By ROBERT | LARWOOD. 


KEMPT, : Theatrical Anecdotes. By JAcos 
Latter-Day Lyrics. Edited by LARWOOD, (In the press. 
W. DavENPorT ADAMS 


*.* Other Volumes are in preparation. 
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Small 8vo, cloth limp, with Illustrations, 2s. 6¢, 


Miller.—Physiology for the Young; 
Or, The House of Life Human Physiology, with its application to 
the Preservation of Health. For use in Classes and Popular Reading. 
With numerous Illustrations. By Mrs. F. FENWICK MILLER. 


“An admirable introduction to a subject which all who value health and enjoy 
hife should have at their fingers’ ends,""—ECHO, 
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Milton (J. L.), Works by: 


The Hygiene of the Skin. A Concise Set of Rules for the 
| Management of the Skin; with Directions for Diet, Wines, Soaps, Baths, 
&c, By J. L. Mrzron, Senior Surgeon to St John’s Hospital. Small 
8vo, 1s. ; cloth extra, 1s. 6d, 
The Bath in Diseases of the Skin. Small 8vo, 1s.; cloth extra, 


1s. 6d. 








Large 4to, bound in buckram, 21s. 


Moncrieff.—The Abdication; or, Time Tries All. 


An Historical Drama. By W.D. SCOTT-MONCRIEFF, With Seven 
Etchings by JOHN PETTIE, R.A., W. Q. ORCHARDSON, R.A., J. Mac 
WHIRTER, A.R.A., COLIN HUNTER, R. MACBETH, and TOM GRAHAM. 





Square 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, 7s.6d. 


North Italian Folk. 


By Mrs. COMYNS CARR. Illustrated by RANDOLPH CALDECOTT. 


“4 delightful book, of a kind which 1s far too rare If anyone wants to really 
know the North Italian folk, we can honestly advise him to omit the journey, and 
1ead Mrs. Carv’s pages mstead. . . Description with Mrs. Carr ts a real gift. 

It 1s rarely that a book ts so happrly wllustrated »—CoNTEMPORARY REVIEW. 


Post 8vo, cloth extra, Illustrated, 5s. 


Number Nip (Stories about), 
The Spirit of the Giant Mountains. Retold for Children by WALTER 
GRAHAME. With Illustrations by J. Moyr SMITH. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Vignette Portraits, price 6s. per Vol. 


Old Dramatists, The: 


Ben Jonson's Works. CHARLES SWINBURNE; Vol. III. the 
With Notes Critical and Explanatory, Translations of the Iliad and 
anda Biographical Memoir b we Odyssey. 

LIAM GIFFORD, ited by Colone 
CUNNINGHAM, Three Vols, | Marlowe's Works. 


with Notes and Introduction, by Col. 
CUNNINGHAM. One Vol, 


Massinger’s Plays. 


Chapman's Works. 
Complete in Three Vols. Vol. I. con- 
tains the Plays complete, including 


the doubtful ones, Vol. II. the From the Text of WILLIAM GiFFrorRD 
Poems and Minor Translations, with Edited by Col, . 
an Introductory Essay by ALGERNON Vol, ie aaa une 


O’Shaughnessy (Arthur), Works by: 


Songs of a Worker. By ARTHUR O'SHAUGHNESSY. Feap. 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 


Music and Moonilgnt. By ARTHUR O'SHAUGHNESSY Fap, 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s, 6 


Lays of France. By ARTHUR O'SHAUGHNESSY. Crown 8vo, ’ 
cloth extra, 10s. 6d, 


Including his Translations Edited, 
! 
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Post 8vo, cloth limp, . 1s. 6d. 


Parliamentary Procedure Z 
book of. By Hae W. Lucy, A Popular Hand 
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Large 4to, cloth extra, gilt, beautifully INustrated, 31s. 64 


Pastoral D Days ; 
Or, Memories of a New England Year. W. HAMILTON GIBSON, 
With 76 Illustrations in the highest style of Wood Engraving. 
“The volume contains a prose poem, with «lustrations in the shape of wood 


engravings more beautiful than it can well enter into the hearts of most men to 
concewe,’ *—-SCOTSMAN. 





ee 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


Payn.—Some Private Views: 


Being Essays contributed to The Nineteenth Century and to The 
Temes. By JAMES Payn, Author of ‘ Lost Sir Massingberd,” &c. 


*,* For Mr. Payn’s Novels, see pp. 21, 23, 24. 
wo Vols. 8vo, cloth extra, with Portraits, 10s. 6d. 


Plutarch’s Lives of Illustrious Men. 


Translated from the Greek, with Notes Critical and Historical, and a 
Life of Plutarch, by JoHN and WILLIAM LANGHORNE. 


New Novels: 
IN MAREMMA. By Ourpa. 3 vols., crown 8vo. 
FOR CASH ONLY. By JAmEs Payn. 3 vols., crown 8vo. 
PRINCE SARONI’S WIFE. By JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 2 vols. 
MARTYRDOM of MADELINE. By ROBERT BUCHANAN. 3 vols. 
COALS OF FIRE, By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 3 vols., crown 8vo, 
THE PRINCE OF WALES'S GARDEN-PARTY, By Mrs, 


J. H. Rippe.y. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 
WILKIE COLLINS’S NEW NOVEL. 3 vols., cr. 8vo. [Shortly. 
NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS. By R. Louis STEVENSON, 2 -vols., 


post 8vo, 22s, 
KEPT IN THE DARK. By ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 2 vols, 
post 8vo, 12s. {In preparation, 
VALENTINE STRANGE. By D. CuRIsTIE MURRAY. 3 vols., 
crown 8vo [in preparation. 
ALL SORTS AND CONDITIONS OF MEN. By Besant 
and RICE. 3 vols., crown 8vo, [In preparation, 
a cet GOLDEN SHAFT, By CHARLES GIBBON. 3 vols., crown 
aba Poh estate sain ty Ein preparation, 
Crown 8¥ 8vo, red cloth extra, 5s each. 
Ouida’s Novels.—Library Edition. 
Held in Bondage, Pascarel. 
Strathmore. Two Little Wooden Shoes, 
Chandos. Signa. 
Under Two Flags. In a Winter City. 
Idalia, Ariadne. 
Cecil Castlemaine's Gage, Friendship. 
Tricotrin. Moths. 
Puck. Pipistrello. 
Folle Farine. A Village Commune. 


A Dog of Flanders. 
*,* Also a Cheap Edition of all but the last, post §vo, illustrated 
boards, 2s. each, 
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LIBRARY EDITIONS, many Illustrated, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 


Piccadilly Novels, The. 
Popular Stories by the Best Authors. 


BY MRS, ALEXANDER. 
Maid, Wife, or Widow ? 


BY W. BESANT & $AMES RICE, 
Ready-Money Mortiboy. 
My Little Girl. 

The Case of Mr. Luoraft. 
This Son of Vulcan. 

With Harp and Crown. 
The Golden Butterfly. 

By Celia’s Arbour. 

The Monks of Thelema. 
"Twas in Trafalgar’s Bay. 
The Seamy Side 

The Ten Years’ Tenant. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 


BY ROBERT BUCHANAN. 


A Child of Nature. 
God and the Man. 


BV MRS. H. LOVETT CAMERON, 


Deceivers Ever. 
Juliet’s Guardian. 


BY WILKIE COLLINS. 

Antonina. 
Basil. 
Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 

ueen of Hearts. 

y Miscellanies 
The Woman in White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
Miss or Mrs ? 
The New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and the Lady. 
The Two Destinies. 
The Haunted Hotel. 
Ths Fallen Leaves, 
Jezebel’s Daughter. 
The Black Robe. 


BY M. BETHAM-EDWARDS, 
Felicia. 


BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES, 
Archie Lovell, 


BY R. E, FRANCILLON. 
Olympia. 
Queen Cophetua. 


BY EDWARD GARRETT. 
The Capel Girls. 


BY CHARLES GIBBON. 
Robin Gray. 
For Lack of Gold. 
In Love and War. 
What will the World Say 
For the King. 
In Honour Bound. 
Queen of the Meadow. 
In Pastures Green. 
The Flower of the Forest. 
A Heart’s Problem. 


BY THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 


BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE, 
Garth. 
Ellice Quentin. 
Sebastian Strome, 
BY MRS ALFRED HUNT, 


Thornicroft's Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 


BY EAN INGELOW, 
Fated to be Free. 


BY HENRY FAMES, Fun, 
Confidence. 


BY HARRIETT FAY. 
The Queen of Connaught, 
The Dark Colleen. 


BY HENRY KINGSLEY. 
Number Seventeen, 
Oakshott Castle. 


BY E. LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kemball. 
Atonement of Leam Dundas, 
The World Well Lost. 
Under which Lord ? 
‘With a Silken Thread 
The Rebel of the Family. 
“ My Love!” 
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PIccADILLY NoveLs—continued, 
BY CHARLES READE, DCI. 





BY $USTIN McCARTHY, M.P. 
The Waterdale Neighbours. It is Never Too Late to Mend. 
My Enemy’s Daughter. Hard Cash. 

Linley Rochford. Peg Wofiington. 
A Fair Saxon. Chnistie Johnstone. 
Dear Lady Disdain. Gniffiith Gaunt. 
Miss Misanthrope. The Double Marriage. 
Donna Quixote. Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
The Comet of a Season. hea a hal ers 
BY AGNES MACDONELL, The Course of True Love 
Quaker Cousins. ahs eS ebeetenry 2 a Thief. 
ut Yourself in His Place, 
ae en S. MACQUOID, A Terrible Temptation. 
e Wandering Heir. 
The Evil Kye. A Simpleton 
BY FLORENCE MARRYAT. A Woman-Hater. 
Open ' Sesame ! BY MRS. 3. H. RIDDELL 
‘Whitten in Fire. Her Mother's Darhng. 
BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch and Go. BY JOHN SAUNDERS. 
BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. Boe ee eee 
A Life's Atonement. y ‘ 
Toseoh'a Coat | One Against the World. 
p The Lion 1n the Path. 
BY MRS, OLIPHANT. The Two Dreamers. 
Whiteladies. BY BERTHA THOMAS, 
BY JAMES PAYN. Proud Maisie. 
Lost Sir Massingberd. Cressida 
The Best of Hushands. The Violin-Player. 
leet Fortunes. | | BY ANTHONY TROLLOPR, 
‘ The Way We Live Now. 
ll A fea ' The American Senator 
Less Black than We're Painted. | BY T, A. TROLLOPE, 
By Proxy. | Diamond Cut Diamond. 
pr a Meter ga BY SARAH TYTLER 
Prom aa i What She Came Through. 
- la We The Bride's Pass. 
Carlyon’s Year. 
A Confidential Agent. BY ¥ S. WINTER. 


From Exile. Cavalry Life 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 


Planché.—Songs and Poems, from 1819 to 1870. 
By J R. PLANCHE. Edited, with an Introduction, by his Daughter, 
Mrs MACKARNESS. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Portrait and Illustrations, 7s 6.7, 


Poe’s Choice Prose and Poetical Works. 
With BAUDELAIRE’S ‘' Essay.” 
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(pen earners, EAR, 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 


Popular Novels, Cheap Editions of. 


(Wixi Cotiins’s Novets and Brsantiand Rick’s Novets may also be had 
in cloth limp at 2s. 6d. See, too, the PrccaD1LLy NovE.s, for Library Edttions. ] 


BY HAMILTON AIDE. 
Confidences. 
Carr of Carrlyon. 

BY MRS, ALEXANDER. 
Maid, Wife, or Widow P 


BY W. BESANT & JAMES RICE. 


Ready-Money Mortiboy. 
With Harp and Crown. 
This Son of Vulcan. 

My Little Girl. 

The Case of Mr. Lucraft. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
By Celia’s Arbour. 

The Monks of Thelema. 
"Twas in Trafalgar’s Bay. 
The Seamy Side 

The Ten Years’ Tenant. 


BY SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP. 
Grantley Grange. 
BY FREDERICK BOYLE. 

Camp Notes. 
Savage Life. 

BY BRET HARTE. 
An Heiress of Red Dog. 
The Luck of Roaring Camp. 
Gabriel Conroy. 

BY F. E. BURNETT. 
Surly Tim. 


BY MRS. H. LOVETT CAMERON. 


Deceivers Ever, 
Juliet’s Guardian. 


BY MACLAREN COBBAN, 
The Cure of Souls. 


BY C, ALLSTON COLLINS, 
The Bar Sinister. 


BY WILKIE COLLINS, 
Antonina. 
Basil. 
Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
The Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies, 


The Woman in White. 
The Moonstone. 

Man and Wife. 

Poor Miss Finch. 
Miss or Mrs. P 

The New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and the Lady. 
The Two Destinies. 
The Haunted Hotel. 
Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel’s Daughter, 


BY DUTTON COOK. 
Leo, 
BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES, 


A Point of Honour, 
Archie Lovell. 


BY M BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia. 

BY EDWARD EGGLESTON. 
Roxy. 

BY PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Polly. 
Bella Donna. 
Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. Tillotson. 
Seventy-five Brooke Street. 


BY ALBANY DE FONBLANOQUE. 
Filthy Lucre. 

BY R. E. FRANCILLON, 
Olympia. 
Queen Cophetua. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT. 
The Capel Girls. 

BY CHARLES GIBBON. 
Robin Gray. 
For Lack of Gold. 
What will the World Say ° 
In Honour Bound, ' 
The Dead Heart. 
In Love and War. 
For the King. 

ueen of the Meadow, 
Pastures Green. 
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PopuLtaR NoveLs—continued, 
BY ¥AMES GREENWOOD. 
Dick Temple. 
BY ANDREW HALLIDAY. 
Every-day Papers. 
BY LADY DUFFUS HARDY. 
Paul Wynter's Sacrifice. 
BY THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 
BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 


Garth. : 
Bilhce Quentin. 


BY TOM HOOD. 
A Golden Heart. 
BY VICTOR HUGO 


The Hunchback of Notre Dame. 


BY MRS, ALFRED HUNT, 
Thornicroft's Model. 
BY JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Free. 


BY HENRY JAMES, Fun. 
Confidence, 


BY HARRIETT FAY. 
ueen of Connaught. 
ark Colleen. 


BY HENRY KINGSLEY. 
Number Seventeen. 
Oakshott Castle. 

BY E. LYNN LYNION. 
Patricia Kemball. 
Atonement of Leam Dundas. 
The World Well Lost, 
Under which Lord ? 

With a Silken Thread. 


BY JUSTIN McCARTHY, M.P. 
The Waterdale Neighbours. 
Dear Lady Disdain 
My Enemy's Daughter, 

A Fair Saxon. 
Linley Rochford. 

- Miss Misanthrope. 
Donna Quixote. 


BY AGNES MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 
BY KATHARINE S, MACQUOID. 


The Evil Eye. 
Lost Rose, 


The 
The 


BY FLORENCE MARRYAT. 
Open! Sesame! 
A Harvest of Wild Oats. 
A Little Stepson. 
Fighting the Air. 
Written in Fire. 


BY FEAN MIDDLEMASS, 


Touch and Go. 
Mr. Dorillion. 


BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY, 
A Life's Atonement. 


BY MRS. OLIPHANT, 

Whiteladies. 
BY OUIDA, 

Held in Bondage. 
Strathmore, 
Chandos 
Under Two Flags. 
Idaha 


Cecil Castlemaine’s Gage. 
Tricotrin. 

Puck. 

Folle Farine. 

A Dog of Flanders. 
Pascarel, 

Eli Little Wooden Shoes, 


igna. 

In a Winter City. 
Ariadne. 
Fnendship. 


Moths. 
Pipistrello. 


BY AMES PAYN. 

Lost Sir Massingberd. 
A Perfect Treasure. 
Bentinck’s Tutor. 
Murphy’s Master. 
A County Family. 
At Her Mercy. 
A Woman's Vengeance. 
The Olyfineas f Clyff 

) 80 e. 
The Family Scapegrace, 
The Foster Brothers. 
Found Dead. 
Gwendoline’s Harvest. 
Humorous Stories. 
Like Father, Like Son. 
A Marine Residence. 
Married Beneath Him, 


, Mirk Abbey. 
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PopuLarR NoveLs—continued, 


JAMES PAYN—continued. 
Not Wooed, but Won. 
Two Hundred Pounds Reward. 
The Best of Husbands. 
‘Walter's Word. 
Halves 
Fallen Fortunes. 
What He Cost Her 
Less Black than We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 
Under One Roof. 
High Spirits. 
A Confidential Agent, 
Carlyon's Year 

BY EDGAR A. POF. 

The Mystery of Marie Roget. 

BY CHARLES READE, DCL. 
It is Never Too Late to Mend. 
Hard Cash. 
Peg Woffington. 
Christie Johnstone. 
Griffith Gaunt. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
Foul Play. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 
The Course of True Love 
The Autobiography of a Thief 
Put Yourself in his Place 

BY MRS. } H,. RIDDELL. 

Her Mother's Darling. 


BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA.« 
Gaslight and Daylight. 
BY JOHN SAUNDERS, 
Bound to the Wheel. 
Guy Waterman 
One Against the World. 
The Lion in the Path. 
BY ARTHUR SKETCHLEY. 
A Match in the Dark. 
BY WALTER THORNBURY. 
Tales for the Marines. 
BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 
The Way we Live Now. 
The American Senator. 
BY T ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE, 
Diamond Cut Diamond 
BY MARK TWAIN. 
A Pleasure Trip in Europe, 
Tom Sawyer. 
An Id Excursion. 
BY LADY WOOD. 
Sabina. 
BY EDMUND YATES. 
Castaway 
Forlorn Hope. 
Land at Last. 
ANONYMOUS. 
Paul Ferroll. 


| Why P. Ferroll Killed his Wife. 


Feap. 8vo, picture covers, 1s. each, 
Jeff Briggs's Love Story. By Bret HARTE 
The Twins of Table Mountain. By Bret Hartr., 
Mrs. Gainsborough’s Diamonds. By JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Kathleen Mavourneen. By the Author of '‘ That Lass o’ Lowrie’s,” 
Lindsay's Luck. By the Author of “ That Lass 0’ Lowrie's.” 
Pretty Polly Pemberton. By the Author of ‘‘ That Lass o’ Lowrie’s,” 


Trooping with Crows. 
The Professor’s Wife. 


By Mrs PIRKIS. 
By LEONARD GRAHAM. 


A Double Bond. By Linpa ViLLar1. 
Esther's Glove. By R. E FRANCILLON. 
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Small 8vo, cloth extra, with 130 Illustrations, 3s. 6d. 


Prince of Argolis, The: 


A Story of the Old Greek Fairy Time. By J. Moyr SMITH. 
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Proctor (R. A.), Works by: 


Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps for Every Night in the Year, 
Drawings of the Constellations, &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Familiar Science Studies. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Myths and Marvels of Astronomy. By RICHARD A. PROCTOR, 
Author of “‘ Other Worlds than Ours,” &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Pleasant Ways in Science. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Rough Ways made Smooth: A Series of Familiar Essays on 
Scientific Subjects By R.A Procror. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Our Place among Infinities: A Series of Essays contrasting our 
Little Abode in Space and Time with the Infinities Around us, By 
Ricuarp A Proctor Crown 6vo, cloth extra, 6s 

The Expanse of Heaven’ A Series of Essays on the Wondcrs 
of the Firmament. By RicHarp A Proctor Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

Saturn and its System. By RICHARD A PROcTOR New and Re- 
vised Edition, with Plates, demy 8vo, cloth eatra, 10s. 6d [In prepavaiion. 

Wages and Wants of Science Workers Crown 8vo, 1s. 6d 

“ Myr. Proctor, of all writers of our treme, best conforms to Matthew Arnold's cons 

eption of aman of culture, in that he strives to humanise knowledge and divist it 


whatever 18 harsh, crude, or technical, and so makes tt a souice of happiness anil 
brightness for all, WESTMINSTER ] REVIEW. _ aie 


Crown 8 8vo, ‘cloth e extra, gut, 7s. Od. 


Pursuivant of Arms, The; 


or, Heraldry founded upon Facts. By J. R PLANCHE, Somerset 
Herald. With Coloured Frontispiece and 200 Illustrations 


eek merermenaate 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 78: . 6d 


Rabelais’ Works. 


Faithfully Translated from the French, with variorum Notes, and 
numerous characteristic Illustrations by GUSTAVE DORE 


Ly 


_ 
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Crown &vo, cloth gilt, with numerous Illustrations, and a beautifully 
executed Chart of the various Spectra, 7s 6d. 


Rambosson.—Popular Astronomy. 


By J. RAMBossON, Laureate of the Institute of France, Translated 
by C B PIIMAN _Profusely Illustrated 


Entirely New Edition Rev: Revised, crown 8vo, 1,400 pages, cloth extra, 7s. 64, 


Reader’s Handbook (The) of Allusions, Re- 


ferences, Plots,andStories By the Rev Dr BREWER. Third Edition, 
revised throughout, with a New Appendix containing a Complete 
English Bibliography. 


t oeeeeeuneeionee name eee —__ 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


Richardson. — A Ministry of Health, a 


other Papers By BENJAMIN WARD RICHARDSON, MD, &e, 


Crown 8vo, cloth e extra, 6s per Volume. 


Robinson.—Natural History of the Poets. 
By PHIL, ROBINSON, Author of '‘ Under the Punnah,"” &c. In Four 
Volumes. Vol. I. The Birds. Vol. IJ, Tue Beasts, Vol III, The 
Fauna of Fancy. Vol. IV. The Flora of Poetry.. [I preparation. 
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Rimmer (Alfred), Works by: 





Our Qld Country Towns. By ALFRED RIMMER. With over 50 
Illustrations by the Author. Square 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, ros, 6d. 


Rambles Round Eton and Harrow. By ALFRED RIMMER. With 


$0 Illustrations by the Author, 


uare 8vo, cloth gilt, ros. 6d. Also an 


EDITION DE Luxg, in 4to (only alimited number printed), with the Illusts, 
beautifully printed on China paper, half-bound boards, edges uncut, 42s. 
About England with Dickens. With Illustrations by ALFRED 
Rimmer and C, A, VANDERHOOF. Sq. 8vo, cl. gilt, ros. 6d. [In preparation, 





Handsomely printed, price 5s. 


Roll of Battle Abbey, The; 


or, A List of the Principal Warriors who came over from Normandy 
with William the Conqueror, and Settled in this Country, A.D. 1066-7, 
With the principal Arms emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 





Crown 8vo, cloth extra, profusely Illustrated, 4s. 6d. each. 


“Secret Out ” Series, The. 


The Pyrotechnist’s Treasury; 
or, Complete Art of Making Fire- 
works. By THomas KENTISH. With 
numerous [Ilustrations. 


The Art of Amusing; 
A Collection of Graceful Arts,Games, 
Tricks, Puzzles, and Charades By 
Frank BELLEW. 300 Illustrations. 


Hanky-Panky: 
Very Easy Tricks, Very Difficult 
Tricks, White Magic,Sleight of Hand. 
Edited by W. H. Cremer, 200 Hlusts. 


The M Circle: 
A Book of New Intellectual Games 
and Amusements, By CLARA BEL- 
LEW. Many Illustrations. 


Magician’s Own Book: 
Performances with Cups and Balls 
Eggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c, All 
from Actual Experience. Edited by 
W. H. CREMER. 200 Illustrations, 


Magic No Myste 
Tricks with Cards, Dice, Balls, &c , 
with fully descriptive Directions, the 
Art of Secret Writing; Training of 
Performing Animals, &c. Coloured 
Frontispiece and many Illustrations, 


| The Secret Out: 


One Thousand Tricks with Cards, 
and other Recreations ; with Enter- 
taining Experiments in Drawing- 
room or “ White Magic” By W., i. 
CREMER. 300 Engravings. 
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Shakespeare ; 


The First Folio Shakespeare. - Mr. WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE'S 


Comedies, Histories, and Tragedies. 


Published according to the true 


Originall Copies. London Printed by Isaac IaGGarp, and Ep Briounr. 
1623 —-A Reproduction of the extremely rare original, in reduced facsimile 
by a photographic process—ensuring the strictest accuracy in every 
detail, Small 8vo, half-Roxburghe, 7s. 6d. 


The Lansdowne Shakespeare. 


Beautifully printed in red 


and black, in small but very clear type. With engraved facs:mile of 


DroxrsHovt’s Portrait. 


Post 8vo, cloth extra, 7s 6d, 


Shakespeare for Children: Tales from Shakespeare. By 
Cuarves and Mary Lams. With numerous Illustrations, coloured and 
piain, by J. Moyr Smitu. Crown 4to, cloth gilt, 6s. 


The Handbook of Shakespeare Music. 


Being an Account of 


ae Eieces of Music, set to Words taken from the Piays and Poems of 
Shakespeare, the compositions ranging from the Ehzabethan Age to the 
Present Time, By ALFRED Rorrg. 4to, hajf-Roxburghe, 7s. 


A Study of Shakespeare. By ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE, 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 


- 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


Senior.—Travel and Trout in the Antipodes. 
An Angler's Sketches in Tasmania and New Zealand. By WILLIAM 
SENIOR (‘‘ Red-Spinner "), Author of ‘‘ By Stream and Sea.” 





SE TNE ETN SILTY OY Nema a rer s eee 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with 10 full-page Tinted Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 


Sheridan’s Complete Works, 
with Life and Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings, printed 
from the Original Editions, his Works 1n Prose and Poetry, Transla- 
tions, Speeches, Jokes, Puns, &c. ; with a Collection of Sheridaniana. 


eee ane: 








Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with roo Hilustrations, 7s. 6d. 


Signboards: 


Their History. With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and Remarkable 
Characters, By JAcoB LARWooD and JOHN CAMDEN HOTTEN. 


a oe 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 6s. 6d, 


Slang Dictionary, The: 
Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. 


arts ee eR OY Oe TL SERN —tnntnn th - ee 


Exquisitely printed in miniature, cloth extra, gilt edges, 2s. 6d, 


Smoker’s Text-Book, The. 


By J. HAMER, F.R.S.L. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 


Spalding.—Elizabethan Demonology : 
An Essay in Ilustration of the Belief in the Existence of Devils, and 
the Powers possessed by them. By T. ALFRED SPALDING, LL B 





Crown 4to, with Coloured Illustrations, cloth gilt, 6s, 


Spenser for Children. 
By M. H. Towry. With Illustrations by WALTER J. MORGAN, 





A New Edition, small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 


Staunton.—Laws and Practice of Chess; 


Together with an Analysis of the Openings, and a Treatise on End 
Games. By HOWARD STAUNTON. Edited by ROBERT B. WORMALD. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9s. 


Stedman.—Victorian Poets: 
Critical Essays. By EDMUND CLARENCE STEDMAN. 
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Stevenson (R. Louis), Works by: 
Familiar Studies of Men and Books, By R. Louis STEVENSON, 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


New Arabian Nights. By R, Louris STEVENSON. Two Vols. 
post 8vo, 12s. 
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Two Vols., crown 8vo, with numerous Portraits and Illustrations, 24s. 


Strahan.—Twenty Years of a Publisher's 


Life. 


ne ee 





By ALEXANDER STRAHAN, 


(In the press. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d. - 


Strutt’s Sports and Pastimes of the People of 
England; including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May 
Games, Mummeries, Shows, Processions, Pageants, and Pompous 


Spectacles, from the Earhest Period to the Present Time 
Edited by WILLIAM HONE. 


Illustrations. 


With 140 


a Sega cae sR we | CE a 


Crown 8vo, with a Map of Suburban London, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 


Suburban Homes (The) of London: 


A Residential Guide to Favourite London Localities, their Society, 


Celebrities, and Associations, 
and House Accommodation. 


nN een ren nent — 


In Prose and Verse. 


Swinburne’s Works: 


The Queen Mother and Rosa- 
mond Fcap 8vo, 5s. 


Atalanta in Calydon 
A New Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s. 


Chastelard 
A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 7s. 
Poems and Ballads 
First Series Fcap. 8vo, gs_ Also 
in crown 8vo, at same price, 


Poems and Ballads. 
Stconp SERIES Fcap 8vo,gs. Also 
in crown 8vo, at same price. 

Notes on Poems and Reviews. 
8voO, IS, 


William Blake: 
A Critical Essay. With Facsymile 
Paintings Demy 8vo, 16s. 


Songs before Sunrise. 
Crown 8vo, ros. 6d 


Bothwell: 
A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 12s. 6d. 





With Notes on their Rental, Rates, 
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ev Ee eee renner me 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 


Swift’s Choice Works, 
With Memorr, Portrait, and Facsimiles of the 
Maps 1n the Original Edition of ‘ Gulliver's Travels ” 





George Chapman. 
An Essay. Crown 8vo, 7S, 
Songs of Two Nations 
Crown 8vo, 6s 
Essays and Studies. 
Crown 8vo, 12S, 
Erechtheus' 
A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s 
Note of an English Republican 
on the Muscovite Crusade _ 8vo, 15. 
A Note on Charlotte Bronte. 
Crown 8vo, 6s 
A Study of Shakespeare. 
Crown 8vo, 8s. 
Songs of the Springtides. 
Crown 8vo, 6s. 
Studies in Song. 
Crown 8vo, 7s. 
Mary Stuart: 
A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 8s. 
Tristram of Lyonesss, and other 


Poems Crown 8vo, 9s 
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Small 4to, cloth extra, Illustrated, 25s. 


Sword, The Book of the: 


Being a History of the Sword, and its Use in all Countries, from 
the Earliest Times. By Captain RICHARD BURTON. With over 400 
illustrations. [In preparation. 


— ~ 





- Medium 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s 6d, 


Syntax’s (Dr.) Three Tours, 
In Search of the Picturesque, in Search of Consolation, and in Search 
of a Wife. With the whole of ROWLANDsON’s droll page Illustra- 
tions in Colours, and Life of the Authorby J. C. HOTTEN. 


_~ eee 
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Four Vols. small 8vo, cloth boards, 30s. 


Taine’s History of English Literature. 
Translated by HENRY VAN LAUN. 
* * Also a POPULAR EDITION, 1n Two Vols. crown 8vo, cloth extra, 15s. 


nO NO - -— 


Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, profusely Illustrated, 6s. 


Tales of Old Thule. 


Collected and Illustrated by J. MovR SMITH 


_ — ee ee —— = -_ A at te 


One Vol , crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 


Taylor’s (Tom) Historical Dramas: 


‘‘Clancarty,” ‘‘ Jeanne Darc,” ‘' '"Twixt Axe and Crown,” “‘ The Fool's 
Revenge," ‘ Arkwright’s Wife,” ‘‘ Anne Boleyn,” ‘‘ Plot and Passion.” 


* * The Plays may also be had separately, at 1s each. 


nn anne ee 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, 7s, 6d. 


Thackerayana: 


Notes and Anecdotes. Illustrated by a profusion of Sketches by 
WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY, depicting Humorous Incidents 
in his School-life, and Favourite Characters in the books of his every- 
day reading. With Coloured Frontispiece and Hundreds of Wood 
Engravings, facsimiled from Mr. Thackeray’s Original Drawings 


~— ee _-_ — — 


Thornbury (Walter), Works by: 


Haunted London. By WALTER THORNBURY. A New Edition, 
Edited by Epwarp Watrorn, MA, with numerous Illustrations by 
F, W. Faitruoit, F.SA Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d 


The Life and Correspondence of J M. W. Turner’ Founded 
upon Letters and Papers furnished by his Friends and fellow Academ)- 
cians. By WALTER THoRNBURY, A New Edition, considerably Enlarged, 
With numerous lllustrations in Colours, facsimiled from Tuiner’s 
O1iginal Drawings. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 60 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 


Thomson’s Seasons and Castle of Indolence. 


With a Biographical and Critical Introduction by ALLAN CUNNING- 
HAM, and over 50 fine Illustrations on Steel and Wood. 


ee rete, 


Timbs (John), Works by: 


Clubs and Olub Life in London With Anecdotes of its Famous 
Coffee-houses, Hostelries, and Tayerns, By Joun Trmss, F.S.A. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 


English Eccentrics and Eocenttricities: Stories of Wealth and 
Fashion, Delusions, Impostures, and Fanatic Missions, Sttange Sights 
and Sporting Scenes, Eccentric Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of Letters, 
&c. at A da Tramps, F.S.A, With nearly 50 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 
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Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 14s. 


Torrens.—The Marquess Wellesley, 


Architect of Empire. An Historic Pottrait, Forming Vol. I. of PRo- 
CONSUL and TRIBUNE: WELLESLEY ahd O'CONNELL: Historic 
Portraits. By W. M. TORRENS, M.P. In Two Vols. 


_— -_—_—_ 


Demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, gs. 


Tunis: the Land and the People. 


By ERNST VON HESSE-WARTEGG. With 22 fine Illustrations. 
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Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Map and Ground-Plans, r4s. 


Walcott.—Church Work and Life in English 


Minsters; and the English Student’s Monasticon. By the Rev. 
MACKENZIE E, C. WALCOTT, B.D. 


a — ~_— ee. ae —_ 


The Twenty-second Annual Edition, for 1882, cloth, full gilt, 5os. 


Walford.—The County Families of the United 


Kingdom. By EDWARD WALFORD, M.A. Containing Notices of 
the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Education, &c., of more than 32,000 
distinguished Heads of Families, their Heirs Apparent or Presump- 
tive, the Offices they hold or have held, their Town and Country 
Addresses, Clubs, &c. 
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Large crown 8vo, cloth antique, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 


Walton and Cotton’s Complete Angler ; 


or, The Contemplative Man's Recreation ; being a Discourse of Rivers, 
Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, written by IZAAK WALTON; and In- 
structions how to Angle for a Trout or Grayling in a clear Stream, by 
CHARLES COTTON. With Original Memoirs and Notes by Sir HARRIS 
NICOLAS, and 61 Copperplate Illustrations. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. per volume. 


Wanderer’s Library, The: 


Merrie England in the Olden 
Time. By Georce DanteL. With 
Illustrations by RospT. CRUIKSHANK. 

The Old Showmen and the Old 
London Fairs. By THOMAS Frost. 

The Wilds of London. By 
James GREENWOOD. 

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings ; 
Including the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with 
Taverns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c. 
By Cuartrs HinpLEx With lusts. 

Circus Life and Circus Celebni- 
ties, By THoMAS FRosT. 

The Lives of the Conjurers. 
By Tuomas Frost. 

The Life and Adventures of a 
Cheap Jack By One of the Frater- 
nity Edited by CHARLES HINDLEY. 

The Story of the London Parks, 
By JacoB Larwoop,. With Illusts. 

Low-Life Deeps. An Account 
of the Strange Fish to be found there. 
By JAMES GREENWOOD 


- ~ = 
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Carefully printed on paper to imitate the Original, 22 in. by 14 1n, 2s. 


Seven Generations of Execu- 
tioners: Memoirs of the Sanson 
Family (1688 to 1847), Edited by 
HENRY SANSON. 

The World Behind the Scenes 


By Percy FitzGERALp. 


London Characters. 
MayHEw. Illustrated, 

The Genial Showman: Life 
and Adventures of Artemus Ward 
By E. P. Hincston Frontispiece 


‘Wanderings in Patagonia; or, 
Life among the Ostrich Hunters. By 
Jutivs BeERsoumM. Illustrated 


Summer Cruising in the South 
Seas a CHARLES WARREN StToOD 


By HENRY 


DARD. ustrated by WALLIS Mac 
KAY, 
Savage Life. By FREDERICK 
BoYLe. [In the press 
Camp Notes. By FREDERICK 
BoyLe. [In the press. 


Warrant to Execute Charles I. 


An exact Facsimile of this important Document, with the Fifty-nine 





Signatures of the Regicides, and corresponding Seals. 
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Beautifully printed on paper to imitate the Original MS., price 2s. 


Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of Scots. 


An exact Facsimile, including the Signature of Queen Elizabeth, and 


a Facsimile of the Great Seal. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth limp, with numerous Illustrations, 45. 6d. 


Westropp.—Handbook of Pottery 


and Porce- 


lain , or, History of those Arts from the Earliest Period. By HODDER 


M. WESTROPP. 





With numerous Illustrations, and a List of Marks. 


oa 


SEVENTH EDITION. Square 8vo, ts. 


Whistler v. Ruskin: Art and Art Critics. 


By J. A. MACNEILL WHISTLER. 





Large 4to, cloth extra, 31s. 6d. 


White Mountains (The Heart of the): 


Their Legend and Scenery. By SAMUEL ADAMS DRAKE, With 
nearly 100 Illustrations by W, HAMILTON GIBSON, 
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Williams (Mattieu), Works by: 
Science in Short Chapters. By W. MATTIEU WrtLr1ams, 
F.R.A.S., F.C.S. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. {In the press. 


A Simple Treatise on Heat. By W. MATTIEU WILLIAMs, 
F,R.A.S., F.C.S. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, with Illustrations, 2s. 6d. 
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Wilson (Dr. Andrew), Works by: 


Chapters on Evolution. A Popular History of the Darwinian and 
Allied Theories of Development. By ANDREW WILSON, Ph.D, F.R.S.E. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with 300 Illustrations, 7s. 6d [Shortly. 


Leaves from a Naturalist’s Note-book By ANDREW WILSON, 
PhD.,FR.SE (A Volume of ‘The Mayfair Library.”) Post 8vo, 
cloth limp, 2s. 64. 


Leisure-Time Studies, chiefly Biological By ANDREW 
Witson, PhD,FRSE. Second Edition Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with 
Illustrations, 6s. 


“Ttes well when we can take up the work of a really qualified investigator, 
who wn the intervals of his nore serious professional labours sets himself tormpart 
knowledge 1 such a sunple and elementary fori as may attract and instruct, 
with no danger of misleading the tyro in natural science. Such a work 1 this 
little volume, made up of essays and addtesses written and delivered by D1, 
Andrew Wulson, lecturer and examiner 1n Science at Kdtnburgh and Glasgow, 
at leisureintervals in a busy professional life. . Dr Waulson’s pages teen 
with matter stunulating to a healthy love of science and a reverence for the 
truths of nature.”’—SATURDAY REVIEW. 
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Small 8vo, cloth extra, Illustrated, 6s 


Wooing (The) of the Water Witch: 


A Northern Oddity. By EVAN DALDORNE. Illust by]. Moyr SMITH. 


Crown 8vo, half-bound, 12s 6d. 


Words, Facts, and Phrases: 


A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-of-the-Way Matters. By 
ELIEZER EDWARDS. 
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Wright (Thomas), Works by: 


Caricature History of the Georges. (The House of Hanover ) 
With 400 Pictures, Caricatures, Squibs, Broadsides, Window Pictures, 
&c. By Tuomas Wricut, FS A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d 


History of Caricature and of the Grotesque in Art, Literature, 
Sculpture, and Painting. By THomas Wricnt, F.S.A __ Profusely Illus- 
trated by F. W. Farruout, F.S A. Large post 8vo, cloth extra, 7s, 6d. 
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Demy 8vo, 2s. 


Zululand, (A Defence of), and its King. 


With an Appendix containing Correspondence on the subject of the 
Release of cota &c. By Lady FLORENCE DIXIE. 
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